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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 


Purpose of Transvestia 


TRANSVESTIA is dedicated to the needs of those heterosexual persons 
who have become aware of their “other side” and seek to express it. 
The magazine provides — 


EDUCATION — ENTERTAINMENT — EXPRESSION 
to help its readers achieve — 
UNDERSTANDING — SELF ACCEPTANCE — PEACE OF MIND 


in place of the loneliness, fear and self condemnation they have known 
for too long. 


TRANSVESTIA does not condemn nor judge the fields of homosexu- 
ality, bondage, domination or fetishism. These are left to others to 
develop. They are not part of the areas of interest of this magazine. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to gather information and to disseminate it to 
interested persons in the medical, legal counseling and scientific pro- 
fessions to further their knowledge about this little understood field. 


POPP PDD DPD DOPOD LP LI OLD PO 
THE COVER SYMBOL 


The symbol on the cover expresses the philosophy of this publication. 
The head, divided diagonally, represents our two sides — mind (Wisdom) 
and face (Beauty). 


The lateral curving line portrays the ancient Chinese duality of the 
“Yang” (masculinity) and the “Yin” (femininity) — the two aspects of 
human nature. 


The total symbolism indicates the wholeness of a human being — not 
all masculine — mind and reason, abstract and unseen — and not all 
feminine — beauty, desirability, and appearance, but rather an integra- 
tion of both. 


OPP PDD DODD DOP IED AD APD POA AP PATO 
A “SAYING” OF JESUS 
“When you make the two one . . . and when you make the 


MALE AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE ... 
then shall you enter the kingdom.” 


From the Gospel According to St. Thomas. 
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AGENT 661 


Ree Jeri 49-K-3 FPE 


Author’s Note: 

The recent untimely death of Ian Fleming, writer, will be noted with 
not a little sadness by the millions who have enjoyed the lusty adven- 
tures of Agent 007, one James Bond, with his impeccable tailoring, a 
penchant for choice viands and baccarat tables, and a near inhuman 
ruthlessness that will make him the archetype of the nemesis of crime 
for some years to come. Analysis of Fleming’s style will result in an 
astonishing discovery—that of the immense array of stock devices 
used. Not the least of these is the “Gimmick” and the inside-look 
whereby the reader is shown in some detail the inner workings of 
some cabalistic bit of rookery, be it baccarat, heraldry, or the func- 
tions of SMERSH. Fleming never treated the topic of Transves- 
tism yet I feel sure he would have eventually. He came very close in 
Goldfinger, with something more in the way of hints in several others. 
The following short story is offered in imitation of the worst style of 
Ian Fleming. Perhaps he might have enjoyed the joke. 

* * * 


The youthful looking young man entered the walnut-paneled recep- 
tion room, the steely-glint of his eyes and the resoluteness of his bear- 
ing quite at odds with the remainder of his appearance. The collarless, 
five-button, green, herringbone jacket, the deeply pegged pants and the 
glove leather boots with one inch heels rivaled for attention with the 
young man’s near-shoulder length hair, clashing very definitely with 
the respectable gentility of the office appointments. A tall, dark-haired 
receptionist seated behind the imposing desk looked at him with a frac- 
tion of a second’s annoyance, replaced by a slow smile of recognition. 


“Welcome back, 661. I’ll ring the Chief. He’s been expecting you.” 


The young man grunted as she manipulated several cords on the small 
switchboard—a pointed gesture that wasn’t lost on 661 who, like his 
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other—colleagues, had long before noted which cord went where. 
In reality, the signal was given by a foot switch. 


“What’s the flap? I’'d no sooner got on the wire last night, this morn- 
ing really, when the Chief told me to get up here—and right now, too— 
and the only way, a 5-hour train ride from Liverpool. Aiee! My back! 
A night train filled with West End mods and rockers. If they weren’t 
fighting, they were mating!” 


Miss Pennythwaite looked at him with amusement. “You should 
have fit in quite well. Dressed like that, if I didn’t know you, I would 
say you were scarcely into your majority, less, in fact. You know, 
that “Mod” haircut does something for you.” 


661 laughed rather loudly and shook his head, feeling the long hair 
brush the back of his high collared cotton shirt. “What is it that you 
say when someone mentions your hair—oh, yes! ‘I’ve just washed it and 
cahn’t do a thing wiv’ it.’”” Miss Pennythwaite looked at him coldly. 
“Still,” he continued, there’s better than six months work growing 
that bush. Sort of sorry to see it go—crowning beauty, you know.” 
There was even less reaction this time. Odd sense of humor she had, 
he thought. I wonder what she’d be like in bed? That thought had oc- 
curred at one time and in one form or another to each of the possibly 
thirty young steely-eyed young men who met Miss Pennythwaite in the 
course of their—work, for Standard Imports, Limited. 


“Have a ciggie, ducks,” he said, offering her a Player from a fili- 
greed case, packing the tobacco down by tapping the cylinder against 
the case with his long, slender white fingers. She shook her head in re- 
fusal just as one of a pair of lights mounted in front of her glowed 
green. “You better hadn’t, either. The Chief wants you.” 


661 bowed very slightly to her, wheeled on his absurd heels and 
walked through the massive door behind the desk, caressing the lion’s 
head doorknob as he closed it behind him. 


“Ah, 661. Do come in—be seated.” The Chief, or “O” as he was 
sometimes known, was seated facing the door, a large, austerely im- 
posing man whose appearance blended with the surroundings. “661, 
you’ve met—” and with a sidewise gesture of the head, the Chief indi- 
cated a figure seated in the corner, just out of the pool of light from 
the green-shaded lamp on the desk. 661 smiled and said “Oh, yes. In- 
deed,” and he nodded a measured greeting to the dark, sardonic face 
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that in the dimness almost blended with the 3-button worsted with an 
Egyptian cotton shirt flaring whitely, accented by a Countess Mara 
necktie. The man was seated, one leg thrown casually over the other, 
displaying hand-sewn Italian shells that complemented his wardrobe. 
One powerful hand clutched the skeleton-frame of an efficient-looking 
Beretta while he tapped out code signals on the dial of a Rolex Perpet- 
ual Oyster on his left wrist. 


“Well?” the Chief inquired of him. The dark man peered intently 
at 661 for several minutes, his cold, flat pupils waxed and waned within 
his glowing eyes. “A trifle conservative, but—he’ll do. He'll do.” 
With a lithe spring he moved out of the chair to a spot immediately 
in front of the door. 


“Very good. Well, ta-ta, Jimmie,” said the Chief. “Cheerie-bye” 
came the reply as Jimmie wheeled and with a perfectly-executed karate 
blow split the oaken-panels of the door exactly in half, then stepped 
through into the outer office. The Chief sighed and picked up a green 
telephone from the profusion of red, yellow, blue, and even black in- 
struments there and spoke into the receiver. “Yes, that’s right. An- 
other door—that’s right—Oh, let me look.” He covered the mouth- 
piece with his hand and peered at the wreckage of the door. Through 
the splinters, 661 could see Miss Pennythwaite running round and 
round her desk with “Jimmie” following, arms outstretched. “Yes,” 
said the Chief. ““We do still have the hinges and the knob. It’s the wood 
we're short. What’s that? Yes, yes. Quite. Oh?—but how did you know 
it wasn’t—Oh, yes of course. He always takes the hinges off, too. 
Quite so. Well, do hurry. Bit of a draft here, you know. What’s that— 
Why, why how should I know? I’m not an accountant, for pity’s 
sake! Oh, just charge it to Operations—to Operation SCHNOOK. 
Thanks awfully,” and the Chief rang off. 


“Quite a good show, you’ve had there, in Liverpool, old boy.” The 
Chief was not given to compliments and when one came, it was gen- 
uine. “I must of course give myself some credit there—for sending in a 
Double-six rather than one of the other types. Right?” Agent double- 
Six-One nodded. Each of the specialized operatives were designated 
by a double-number prefix that was a clue, although but vaguely, to 
their talents and capabilities. 


The Double-Six section was something unique among the world 
powers. Considerably less people knew that there even was such a sec- 
tion than knew about the more famous, or infamous execution squads. 


The prime talent of the Double-Six agent was adaptability. This covered 
in a loose sense any particular talent conceivable but included specif- 
ically a native talent and flair for local dialects and speech patterns, a 
facile but highly retentive mind, and the ability to operate with com- 
plete independence. In addition, though by no means necessary was 
that rare combination of an aura of nonentity, the perfect face in the 
crowd that wouldn’t be remembered. Double-Sixes were very rare in- 
dividuals, and were, even to the Chief himself, just a bit frightening. 
You never knew—one might just be the PM himself at any given mo- 
ment. But of course, the Chief kept this observation to himself as he 
kept the key to all the operations in strictest secrecy. 


He regarded the young man facing him. Hard to believe that be- 
hind that baby-face was one of the most fantastic minds with which he 
had ever dealt. Especially hard when he regarded the entirely natural 
mannerisms of the typical West Ender dressed in the latest style of the 
current recording idol. 661 had been assigned that role some six 
months before, after a year and a half of living in really sub-human con- 
ditions on a tiny island in the Mediterranean that had resulted in the 
eventual destruction of one of the largest bands of smugglers yet ap- 
prehended. Out of the results of that operation had come evidence of 
an extensive narcotics ring operating among the young people of 
England, and Agent 661 had just as naturally scrubbed well, had his 
shaggy mane clipped to the “Mod” style and twenty-four hours after 
landing in England, was dancing the “Frug” with a group of teenagers 
in Liverpool. Flexibility, the Chief decided. That was it. Flexibility. 


“You picked up rather a bonus down there didn’t you? Quite a 
good piece of work that—we’ve stopped most of the drugs now— 
Thank Heaven we have a sensible policy of dealing with it here!—but 
this intelligence network you’ve run onto is something else. It helps 
wrap up a few odd ends we’ve been kicking about for several months.” 


The young agent’s eyes snapped with a dark heat. “I’d like a go at 
it—in fact, I thought I had it doped out before you called me back 
here. As I reported—there are these three discotheque places—you 
know where a girl in a glass cage over the middle of the floor plays 
records and leads the rest of the people in dancing. At any rate, every- 
thing I’ve seen points to the one in Liverpool as one terminal—and I 
should think Berlin would be the other, and just as logically, Paris is 
the intermediate. Possibly another network joins it there. Then there’s 
these small manufacturers of records—literally hundreds of them down 
there now—each bringing in samples and deliveries. I'd say it’s a natu- 
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ral situation, Chief.” The young man leaned back, confidently, await- 
ing the word that would send him off on another mission of infiltra- 
tion. He was quite stunned at the Chief's next move. 


The Chief smiled, almost wickedly as he held up a file. “All in good 
time. All in good time. Ah—I’ve been looking at your file. This is you? 
Bowmont, Ian D., age 27, weight hundred thirty-five pounds, height 
five-six—with that mass of hair you look quite taller, you know.” He 
tapped the cover of the folder suggestively with a well-manicured fore- 
finger. What was up? Ian wondered—he had an approximate idea of 
the contents of the folder—more important, the only things that would 
prevent him from taking this new caper wouldn’t likely appear in his 
personnel file. “Your last medical examination seemed a bit strange— 
what was it—oh, yes, low metabolism, several deficiencies.” He 
paused and looked at Ian for comment. “Well, after a year and a half 
of nothing but cheese and raw fish and some really terrible wine, I 
shouldn’t wonder that a person might come up a little short, here and 
there. But the Senior Medical Officer gave me a great lot of tablets and 
such and said I should snap around straight off.” Quite honestly, I 
feel as good or better—than I ever have before, if you take away the 
effects of five hours in a night-train from Liverpool,” he grimaced. 


The Chief nodded soberly. “We shall see. ’'m putting you on Head- 
quarters staff for a short time. You'll have a complete physical, and 
perhaps a bit of leave, and then we'll see—we'll see.” Ian was incensed 
—in one sentence, he had been told the three worst things that could 
happen to him— 1: that he would be tied to the dull, everyday routine 
of reading and filing briefs, 2: that he would have to take leave. This 
was unheard of unless an operator had really put his foot in it. For 
Ian, it meant losing part of his personality that was so strong—that 
made him such a successful operator—the ability to live another life. 
He really didn’t care for his own, as such. And finally, and this was 
really the crowning blow, the mission was going to another. The final 
insult! He had a damned good idea to resign right then! 


“Oh, by the by,” said the Chief. “I shouldn’t be too worked up 
about all this—I have something special in mind for you—something 
you'll really have to go for to pull off. I suggest, if you’re so enthusiastic, 
you run along to the SMO tomorrow a.m. and get his report. Maybe 
we can chat a bit later in the morning.” With a wave of one hand, the 
Chief dismissed the young man, smiling as the door closed. For all 
their God-awful talents, sometimes these rare types were the easiest 
to herd. You just had to know where the sensitive spots were—and how 
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hard to push. But then, that was his special talent, wasn’t it. Humming 
the chorus from “Now I Am the Ruler of the Queen’s Navee!,” he 
closed young Ian D. Bowmont’s folder over the conspicuously blank 
sheets contained therein and tossed it in the drawer of his desk. 


An orderly brought the copies of Agent 661’s medical examination 
to the desk of the Senior Medical Officer who scanned them rapidly, 
saying at length, “Yes. Ah, Would you mind stripping?” Ian com- 
plied and stepped from behind the disrobing screen with a towel 
clutched about his slim waist. The SMO looked him over for a short 
bit-—then went into the hocus-pocus of Stethoscope, speculum, and 
sphygmomanometer. 


“How have you been feeling, Bowmont?” “Fine.” 
“Nothing unusual?” 
“Anything at all.” 


“No—that is except for a slight—but that’s nothing. Really.” Ian 
suddenly felt that anything out of the ordinary might well chain him to 
a desk with a lot of stuffy Civil Servants. He would rather have leprosy. 


“See here, young man. Your duties depend in a great way on our fit- 
ness reports. As if it weren’t enough you people abuse your bodies in 
all unspeakable manners and come running back here crying for a bit 
of sticking plaster to stop up the holes, no, you all have to play guessing 
games. ‘Oh, doctor, sir. Guess whatever’s the matter with me.’ Let me 
tell you, there’s nothing you can conceal from us—in the long run. Now, 
you may have a choice, either you tell me everything, down to the last 
freckle, or I’ll have you in Infirmary so fast, your head will spin. And 
let me tell you, we can give you a more thorough examination than you 
ever believed possible. Oh, yes,” the SMO looked pointedly at his 
watch. “I believe you’ve an appointment later this morning, with your 
Chief of Section.” 


The threat wasn’t lost on Ian; it was a part of his job to run a con- 
stant race with risk, but this was aking just a bit too much. “Alright,” 
he said. “Three things—only. Thing one—my weight has remained 
constant over the past six months but I’ve had to have trousers altered 
—my waist gets slimmer and it seems that all the weight has migrated 
a bit south from there. Secondly, there has been a gradual loss of body 
hair—very gradual, but noticeable over six months time.” The SMO 
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had noted this on a pad and rose with a steel measuring-tape in hand 
as Ian continued. “Finally, there’s been a very tender sensation here—” 
and he indicated his chest “—as if I had pulled a muscle and caught a 
cold there at the same time. I don’t know what to make of it.” The 
SMO continued taking measurements, poking and prodding and at 
length said “That will do for now. Put your clothes back on; your SC 
is waiting to see you. Don’t worry—you’re in beautiful shape—” he 
added almost as an afterthought “—old boy.” 


Slightly miffed at what he considered the high-handed manner of the 
SMO, Ian threaded his way through the complex of buildings to his 
destination and went back through the routine of getting past Miss 
Pennythwaite. On an impulse, he asked her for a dinner date. With a 
look of genuine regret in her eyes, she offered several highly-unlikely 
excuses. Ian shrugged and noting the sudden glow of the green light, 
charged the door to the Chief's office. 


“Sit down, 661.” The Chief was actually smiling, faintly to be sure, 
but the expression was so rare on his countenance that it should have 
served as foreboding to any onlooker. “I’ve just been on the wire to the 
SMO—-you have a clean sheet. In fact, he even recommended you for 
service.” The Chief swiveled about in his chair. 


“You did such a good job in Liverpool, that I hated to think of los- 
ing you for medical reasons. Everyone, up to the PM knows about it 
—and we’re given carte blanche to wrap it up.” The Chief swiveled his 
chair back. “Of course, when carte blanche comes from Whitehall, it 
becomes an imperative. We must have results. We must get the job 
done. At.all cost.” 


Ian felt good again. “All of which is to say—I’m on assignment 
again. Right?” It seemed the day had brightened already. 


“Yes—and no. The situation calls for a very modified approach. 
We've been building up to this for sometime, however. Your particular 
evidence has knocked a few bricks about, but hasn’t knocked any wails 
down. We’ve known this network must exist but we haven’t been able 
to get the crucial links yet. You have handed us two—we need three 
more. We now know what, we know where, but we have to have who, 
how and when. And possibly, if. That’s where you come in again. It is 
vital we know the whole structure before we close it down.” 
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“When do I start?” The question, and the acceptance were natural 
thoughts in Ian’s mind. How he hated leaving anything half-uncover- 
ed—or worse, given it over to another! 


“We'll do best by proceeding slowly. Of course, you won’t need the 
extensive briefing another might—in point of fact, that’s the prime 
reason of utilizing you instead of another, more qualified agent.” That 
was almost an insult! Ian began a slow smoulder. 


The Chief continued impassively. “Living with the Liverpool crowd 
for six months has given you the perfect cover. It’s unbeatable, because 
you know everybody—and I suppose everybody knows you. That’s 
where we need a double-six’s peculiar talents—you again, for infiltra- 
tion. Well, then, let’s get on with it.” The Chief leaned forward de- 
cisively. “I think the first step would be to change your hair style and 
obtain a new wardrobe—expenses covered of course. I can’t really say 
much about those things you’re wearing.” 


“It’s at the top of my list of things to do,” Ian assured him. 


“Eh? Oh, yes. Hmm.” The Chief seemed to have lost the train of his 
thoughts. “I think—I think you’d do best to hold on a bit.” He was 
silent for another moment, then said earnestly, “See here, 661, this 
isn’t so much an order as a request, eh? But it’s a request based on a 
necessity and that makes it an order. Do you follow me?” “No.” Ian 
was amused at the SC’s discomfit. 


“We shall have to pull a rather abrupt switch of character this time 
—and with the cooperation of Medical Section, I believe we shall pull 
it off. You shall pull it off,” he corrected. “From your reports and from 
Stations G and F—Berlin and Paris, we know where the information 
channel runs. But our main problem is getting an operator into the 
network. At present, I would say it is impossible even for a master dou- 
ble-Six. So, we must look at our entire approach in a new light. Now, 
then Ivan knows for a fact that we don’t use females as first-line opera- 
tives. He does, but we don’t—we can’t afford the extra training to 
make up for the difference in backgrounds—either time-wise or the ef- 
fort to simulate all the differences necessary to make a first-rate opera- 
tive. Women in the organization slow things down, they distract the 
other operators—and just as you need them, badly, they usually need 
an obstetrician! Be that as it may, we still have the sort of situation 
where a female operator might appear to be desirable—and that’s where 
you come in.” 
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“I see—you want me to do a bit of mumming, is that it? What if I 
say yes?” 


“Basically that’s it—but you'll need all your talents to carry this off. 
However, we’ve planned for you to have a short time to get a start on 
it.” As the Chief outlined the rest of the elaborate plan, lan was amused 
—and intrigued by the thought. It certainly would be a new situation! 
However, it was the most logical plan—it might work, and certainly 
sounded better than say, spending eighteen months herding goats. He 
could still remember the smell. 


“There’s just one thing, Chief. It might be alright for a time or two, 
but I’m liable to be in circumstances where I shall have to do the role 
day by day—and I doubt I could, convincingly.” 


The Chief was positively beaming! “Well now, what you don’t know 
is that we’ve been grooming you, so to speak for the past six months or 
so. There’s been nothing wrong with your metabolism, old boy. The 
SMO has been prescribing estrogens for you—and from his report 
you're, ah—shaping up fine.” 


Ian was silent, gripped by a cold-fury so that he hardly dared speak. 
After a moment’s grapple for self-control, he managed a harsh, dry 
whisper. “Of all the rotten tricks! I might not have minded had I been 
told, but this sneaky-boy attitude I don’t buy for a minute. Not for one 
minute!” He added, savagely “Sir!” 


The chief looked genuinely apologetic. “Terribly sorry, old boy, 
but that’s the way the crumpet hashes. It was all such a wild sort of ex- 
periment that we daren’t tell you. If things had not worked out at all, 
we could have—still can—reverse the whole procedure. In point of 
fact, the SMO has gone along with this scheme only because he’s sure 
that once the mission’s done, you can return to your usual self.” 


“Well, I should hope so,” muttered Ian. 

“Now then—there still remains the question—will you do it?” 

Had his mind not been still filled with the anger of betrayal, Ian 
should certainly have refused on general principles. As it was, he said 
“Yes!” before he realized it. Then suddenly conscious of what he had 
just agreed to, he resolved then and there that he would do it—and 


damned well, too—just to prove a point. 
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“Well, then—tomorrow morning, nine a.m., at Medical Section. 
You’ll be there an estimated three weeks, then we'll have a final brief- 
ing. In the meantime,” and the Chief nodded his head to the signifi- 
cantly empty chair beside him— “we’ll have a man in the field making 
sure our game doesn’t run to ground.” The Chief rose then and walked 
around the desk—a strange gesture for the man who handed out as- 
signments of death with the equanimity of a wine steward giving over a 
vintage chart. He thrust out a hand to clasp Ian’s firmly. “Luck!” he 
said, then turned his back by way of dismissal. 


As he walked through the outer office, Ian, rather bitchily, asked 
Pennythwaite if she had changed her mind. She hadn’t. He gloomily 
went on out to the carefully restricted parking lot, retrieving his stored 
car from the row of Morris’s and Triumph estate wagons. His was the 
second most famous car in the lot. A perfectly preserved Morgan three- 
wheeler, the hairy-Mog was known by every bobby from Southwerk to 
the Berkshire hills. The car had once won the Brighton Beach Race, 
and it was Ian’s ambition to enter the car in the Antique Club’s annual 
gymkhana as soon as it had made the requisite age. 


He drove rapidly through the afternoon traffic, reaching his flat and 
surprised his landlady, who fussed about his unexpected arrival. But was 
glad to see him. She had an odd attachment to this strange young 
man who came and went without notice—usually returning looking 
like someone else. This day was no different; she hadn’t recognized 
him at first, then chided him on his garb in a nevertheless-friendly 
manner. 


Ian bathed, slept an hour or so. Then he went out into the night 
again to enjoy a meal of fish and chips, washed down with a choice 
Coca-Cola which was stocked especially for him. Then he went home, 
took a green and white capsule from a small box, surveyed his strange- 
ly-altered body in the mirror, snapped off the light and crawled between 
the fresh, crackling sheets. Then he snapped the lights back on and 
sat up, went over to the bureau and from the bottom drawer he took a 
box, opened once two years before when one of his companions had 
taken it upon herself to give him a gift one Christmas, and took out a 
pair of Oriental silk pajamas. And then he went back to bed—and to 
sleep. 


The following morning, he snapped out of a dreamless sleep, break- 
fasted briefly, then went straight to the Office where he put his car 
back into the hands of the Motor Section again, and went on to Medi- 
cal Section. 
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He was surprised to find there a young lady who didn’t speak all the 
long while the SMO explained the course of action to Ian, but kept 
busy sketching his face over and over. At length, she handed over a pile 
of sketches to the SMO and went out, pausing only for a brief moment 
in the doorway to give Ian a searching glance. Then she closed the 
door. 


The SMO looked through the sketches rapidly, then said to Ian 
“Come look these over.” Ian was surprised to find a series of sketches 
of himself in varying feminine hair styles with very subtle changes in 
his facial planes. Then he realized that all the changes involved an 
alteration of his nose. The familiar arch he had earned playing Rugger 
was gone in varying degrees ranging from a Grecian slope to a definite 
pug. “You’re not to let me keep even my own face, eh?” said Ian rue- 
fully. 


“T think you'll admit that it will make a vast amount of difference, 
and we can’t afford the chance. Someone, somewhere, may remember 
the little marks. Don’t worry, though, it isn’t very painful and with 
care, you’ll not have black eyes for more than a week or so. Now do you 
understand everything that’s going to happen?” 


“No, I don’t completely. You’re to remove my beard with electolysis, 
I’m to have my hair re-styled, be outfitted with different clothes. But I 
don’t understand this business with the—”’ he indicated his chest. 


“Alright, Pll explain again. Over a very long period of time, you 
possibly could develop sufficiently there, but it would take years, and 
then there is the question of reducing them later. However, there is a 
new technique out that should just about fill the ticket.” The SMO 
went to a large white cabinet and came back with two large bottles and 
what looked like a tire pump. “The Japanese and a few Americans 
have been experimenting with this stuff for several years and they’ve 
developed this.” He indicated the appartus and the chemicals. 


“And?” 


And, it gives us the solution of how to, shall we say, elevate your 
front a bit, and remove it simply when we are done. The best part is 
that it doesn’t involve much surgery. It could be done with local an- 
esthetics as a matter of fact, although we’ll use a general and go after 
that nose as well. Now then, this is how it works: we inject this directly 
into the pseudo-capsule superficial to the fascia of the pectoral muscle. 
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We dissect the retro-mammary pocket, and as soon as we’ve accom- 
plished hemostasis, we close the incision with several layers of sutures, 
leaving a large needle as a cannula into the pocket. Then we fill this 
large syringe here with liquid methylpolysiloxone mixed with stannous 
octoate as a catalyst, lock the luer into the cannula and inject the mix- 
ture. We simply put in enough to accomplish the degree of development 
we want—in your case approximately six hundred fifty milliliters, I 
should say, and withdraw the cannula. The stuff will polymerize in 
about an hour or so, depending on the amount of catalyst we use and 
there we are. Simple, what? And after you are done with your mum- 
ming, we simply reverse the procedure—and there you are. This sub- 
stance shouldn’t cause any harm for the amount of time you'll need it 
—there haven’t been any ill effects in the experiments that have run over 
several years. So—any more questions?” 


“Yes. One more. There’s one very fine point you haven’t covered 
yet.” Ian’s professionalism made him think of the last logical detail— 
the event that should he ever be bodily searched might well cause some 
embarrassment. 


“Ah! That little point has given us more than a bit of a problem, I 
can assure you. However, you needn’t have any apprehensions, we have 
that well-covered. And that’s exactly what we’re going to do. Our peo- 
ple in prosthetics came up with this.” and he opened a small box and as 
he explained the use and function of “this,” the veteran agent who had 
lived on intimate terms with every sort of person actually began to 
blush! When the SMO had finally ended the explanation, including a 
rather detailed account of hygenic procedure, lan was thoroughly, soul- 
shatteringly embarrassed. “Oh, I say.” he muttered. ““Aren’t you the 
very damned bit of thorough, though!” The SMO merely looked at 
him. 


A tallish, slender, very pleasantly proportioned young woman strode 
through the corridors of Standard Imports, Limited. It was, of course, 
Ian. Several of those he met in the corridors were inquisitive in their 
attitudes, but no one said anything; all the operatives carried a card 
identifying them as employees of Standard Imports and stamped into 
the material of each card was a magnetic pattern that automatically 
opened the electronic locks on those doors that were allowed open to 
that barrier—and just as effectively failed to open those for which the 
card was not programmed. 
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Ian swept into Miss Pennythwaite’s office with a breezy “Hello!” 
punctuated by the clack of his high heels. “I’m expected, so be a good 
girl and ring the Chief would you.” Miss Pennythwaite stood, her 
mouth agape. “But—but—-whom shall I announce?” She recovered 
her poise with some difficulty. 


“Well, you might simply say ‘Guess who,’ but ‘0’ would probably 
have apoplexy. Announce me as—‘Pussycat.’ ” 


No sooner had Miss Pennythwaite announced this name into her re- 
ceiver, than the inner door burst open and there stood the Chief. “Pus- 
sycat indeed! Come in, 661. And let’s have no more of ‘Pussycat.’” As 
Ian went by him into the inner office, he managed just a little extra twist 
to his hips, causing the fabric of his silk skirt to swish almost ob- 
scenely. Miss Pennythwaite stood staring at the closed door for a full 
minute after it closed. Then she remembered to close her mouth again 
and sat down, weakly. Then she got a very odd expression in her eyes 
and before another thirty seconds began humming something from 
Gilbert and Sullivan. 


Within the office of the Chief, Ian had taken a seat, first pulling 
down his skirt, then calculatingly raising it to just flush with his knee. 
He dangled one foot. 


The Chief noticed this and said, rather too coldly, Ian thought 
“That’s quite enough, 661.” Ian wagged the foot once more for empha- 
sis, then let the motion subside. 


“Harrumph.” The Chief noisily cleared his throat. “From the 
gross appearance of it, I would say you’re adjusted to this role. Right?” 
Without waiting for an answer, he continued. “We’ve been quite busy 
here ourselves. We’ve gotten all your papers altered to fit your new, ah, 
situation. Passport Control has issued you a new passport that looks 
as if it’s been used before, your insurance papers are all changed, even 
Motor Registry has re-issued your licenses for your motor-car.” The 
Chief pursed his lips distastefully. “I can’t for the life of me see why 
some of you fellows go in for this gaudy machinery.” The Chief, who 
drove a Bond Minicar, registered his disapproval whenever he could 
about certain others’ driving habits. 


Ian picked up the sheaf of papers tossed him. “What’s this? My new 


name is to be—Gloria Patria? Come on, Chief! Isn’t that just a bit 
too dulce et decorum?” 


us 


“Yes Dear!” “The latest—” 


“Music Hath Charms—” “T really must be going!” 


Marge 24-H-1 FPE 
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The Chief, who had after all taken a First in Classics in Public 
School, corrected him. “What difference does it make—it is supposed 
to be a shade off-beat, if you know what I mean.” Besides, I think it 
rather nice. I picked it myself.” 


“I’m sure you did.” 


The Chief scowled. “This little banter is getting us nowhere, 661, ah, 
—Gloria. Now, then, you know what’s to do? By Tuesday fortnight, 
you should be well-established. The whole affair hinges on whether 
you can crack into this discotheque establishment. From there, I 
should think the affair would be easy.” Ian, Gloria thought otherwise 
to himself, herself. Might as well get used to that way of thinking now. 
He had spent the three weeks previous getting his mind retuned to this 
new pattern. It had been a strange bit, even for a master Double-Six. 


“Well, then, best of luck, old thing. Tomorrow is as good a time as 
any. Good shooting, old-girl. Ta, ta.” The Chief folded shut the mo- 
rocco folder with its starred cover. The last briefing was over. 


Ian, Gloria rose and went back through the outer office. As she did 
so, there was a sharp whisper from Miss Pennythwaite. “661! What 
are you planning for this evening.” Ha, she shrugged, and let out her 
breath slowly. “Oh, I really don’t know. Perhaps do my nails a bit, you 
know.” Miss Pennythwaite rose and walked around to him and put 
two slim wrists about his neck. “I should really like it if you could drop 
by a bit this evening. Say, seven-ish.” Gloria shrugged and then said 
“Why not? Bye-ee.” Odd, girl that. Still, an invitation was an invita- 
tion—sort of a condemned man approach. 


He was still puzzled about this situation when he rang the door of 
Miss Pennthwaite’s flat that evening. On an impulse, he had changed 
clothes and was now wearing a very decollete little thing that displayed 
his newly acquired inches to best advantage. The door suddenly 
opened and there stood Miss Pennythwaite! 


In the dim light, Gloria blinked at her companion’s appearance. 
Miss Pennythwaite had discarded her glasses in favor of contact lenses, 
and the sheen of her eyes was quite evident, although it might be de- 
bated whether it was passion—or plate glass. 


But, then, Gloria was more than a bit nonplussed. Whatever visions of 
nocturnal adventures he had quite evaporated as he looked at Miss 
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Pennythwaite. She was dressed in a very low cut satin blouse with skin 
tight pants and easily the highest heels ever seen. Her hair was pulled 
severely back and her right hand carried a short riding whip with 
which she tapped her thigh meaningfully. 


“Oh, I say!” began Gloria, when Miss Pennythwaite interrupted. 


“That will do for now. You may begin by unlacing my boots—and 
relacing them for me—and tell me how much you enjoy doing it. Then 
we'll get on to other things!” As she turned to precede him into the 
sitting-room of her flat, he whispered huskily, “Terribly sorry, old 
thing!” and he darted out a slim, strong hand to catch her neck right 
at the carotid artery and squeezed, gently, until Miss Pennythwaite lay 
unconscious in his arms. He deposited her inert form on the divan and 
searching up a scrap of foolscap and a pencil, wrote a short note which 
he deposited exactly in the center of her low cut blouse. The note read: 
“Too bad, Marien. But I’m afraid that’s not my cup of tea either. 
Cheery-bye,”’ and he signed it with a caricature of a cat with very long 
lashes and a bow about it’s neck. Then he swept out into the night. 


Two weeks later, the patrons of the “Disk” in Liverpool were 
treated to a new face and shape in the glass cage above the dance floor 
who played the records with a faintly risque patter and whose lithe 
young shape led the gyrations of the crowd below through the Frug, 
the Bosa Nova, the Swim and all the rest of those meaningful mo- 
tions. So popular did she become in fact that it was with no surprise, 
albeit with some sorrow that the regular patrons were told that “Gloria” 
had gone on to Paris to ‘““La Discotheque” and was wowing the Pa- 
risians with her sibilant charm. 


As anticipated, the first maneuver had been easy to arrange. From 
this point on, the operation grew stickier. Gloria had been in Paris 
for three weeks before the first opportunity came. She had been given 
quarters right above the “Discotheque” which she shared with three 
other girls. The foresight and planning of the SMO was invaluable at 
this time and after a short, but furious struggle for self-control, Gloria 
entered into the uninhibited atmosphere. The apartments should be 
guarded, Gloria thought to herself, and a few discreet inquiries of her 
companions proved her suspicion. “No, I wouldn’t venture out at 
night, if I were you,” said Sheila, a tall, raven-haired English beauty 
who had found it a most natural thing to become chums with Gloria. 
“Weren’t you told about that?” “No—at least, I don’t think so—” 
Gloria had found it useful to appear just a little confused most of the 
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time. In this way, she would be deemed 1. harmless, even if, 2. likely to 
have a propensity for getting herself into difficulties. 


Making and maintaining contact proved relatively difficult. Whether 
by chance or design, Gloria was surrounded by one or the other of the 
roommates every time she went outside the building. And though she 
saw her partner in the crowd on several occasions, she was unable to 
leave the glass cage to meet him. 


About two blocks from “La Discotheque” there was a lingerie shop 
frequented by the various members of Gloria’s group. Seeing no other 
opportunity, Gloria flashed the hand signal “Meet me. Tomorrow. 
Imperative,” the next time she caught the eyes of the tall, darkly hand- 
some man on her. After he returned with the finger signal “Received. 
Will comply.” He vanished into the crowd. 


The following day, Gloria and Sheila again visited the shop that 
claimed so much of their attention. “You know,” said Gloria. “I think 
I'll get fitted for one of these French brassieres. After all a girl has to 
look out for her assets, if you know what I mean.” 


Sheila shook her head with unconcealed envy. “I should have your 
problems. Go ahead. I'll wait,” and she continued to paw through 
the merchandise while Gloria went through the curtain into the back. 
She was seated facing a small mirror designed to show off the bosom. 
The shoplady brought in a few samples, then went out for some more. 
Gloria fingered the lace of the various garments, then was conscious of 
another’s presence. With a sharp intake of breath, Gloria turned to 
see the familiar face of her contact. “Oh— it’s you. I’d hoped you could 
make it. 


“Yes. I told the good lady we were lovers—and, well, this is Paris, is 
it not?” 


Gloria recovered from surprise in time to modestly draw up her 
blouse. “I was afraid you wouldn’t come.” Listen, we don’t have much 
time.” Gloria quickly filled the other in on developments. “I really 
think it’s of highest priority to get to Berlin. I think that’s the terminal 
end.” 


The other person agreed. “I'll go ahead there now and see if I can 
get Station G on the alert. I suggest that you try pushing a bit. Also, 
see if you can ferret out anything more here. The network can only go 
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as you suggest, but unless we find the gimmick, we won’t know whether 
to smash the whole affair or try to siphon some of our own information 
along the route.” The latter choice was the most sought after prize 
of all operatives—to tap and thus delude the Oppositions secret intelli- 
gence network. 


“T’ll do what I can. Meanwhile, see what traffic you can find out of 
Berlin.” Gloria agreed. 


“Tl get out of here.” With a pat on her cheek, the agent was gone. 


In order to justify the time spent in the back, Gloria purchased sev- 
eral items, one of them a corselet, chosen not only for its choice work- 
manship and satin texture, its fine embroidery and its figure- 
clasping fit, but primarily because of its fine boning which on close 
examination proved to be of a thinness and a strength that recom- 
mended it for use as a device for slipping the locks of the girls’ apart- 
ment at the Discotheque. 


That evening, after the rest had gone to sleep, Gloria lay with eyes 
open, listening to the even chorus of breathing and snoring. Very 
slowly, she got up, then with two swift strides gained the bathroom 
door, pausing to check again the rhythm of breathing. In the bathroom, 
from under a pile of towels, Gloria took a few items and in the dimness 
began to dress, first the corselet with its wide, flat boning, then a black 
chemise and black pettipants. The latter garments were both as camou- 
flage and as concession to Gloria’s supposed sex, if discovered. 


Silently working her way to the doorway, she slid one of the stays out 
of its embroidered placket and easing it through the crack, felt the latch 
give way easily. Once outside, Gloria replaced the stay, and selecting 
another which had been laboriously sharpened with an emery board 
that afternoon to a rapier-like keenness, she eased into the darkness. 
She was not disturbed as she prowled the passageway, although she 
twice sensed rather than saw figures in pools of dimness. There was 
certainly something here, to rate anything beyond the most cursory 
sort of security, and the presence of the guards suggested there was 
more than a little. 


Within a few moments, Gloria had established that there was little 
to suggest anything like a message room in the floor plan of the build- 
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ing. The only possibility was within the management’s office, and 
Gloria had been in there several times daily since arriving at the es- 
tablishment. Puzzled, Gloria worked toward the main office, but a 
suspicious shadow warned her not to proceed further. It was time to 
get back to the apartment! Gloria painfully retraced her steps, but at 
one point, she chanced to look down a short hallway that led to a bal- 
cony overlooking the dance hall. There was a faint greenish-glow 
coming over the rail of the balcony! 


Cautiously, Gloria worked the long way to the railing and peering 
over it was rewarded by the sight of two persons—one the manager, the 
other a central-European-ish looking type—both crouched over in the 
cage where the girls played records. As it was barely a dozen feet away, 
Gloria could see everything plainly in spite of the dim illumination. 
The two men were bent over a small motor set between one of the two 
giant turntables. Near them was a record album—one that Gloria 
knew quite well from having played it—twice that evening, in fact. 
Puzzled more than ever, she watched as the two men finished some 
adjustments and placed the record from the album on the turntable, 
then dropped a tone-arm on it. The soft hum from the giant speakers 
was only faintly audible as the two men, apparently forgetting that the 
main sound system was turned on, donned earphones and listened to 
a voice that rasped out a very long report on a multitude of subjects 
ranging from the names and crews of nuclear submarines currently re- 
provisioning in Scapa Flow to the estimated annual harvest of turkeys. 
As she watched, Gloria suddenly realized how it was done! The record 
was in fact the same used by herself and the other girls. The difference 
lay in that the two men had put the tone arm on in the middle! The 
record was playing backward! Not only that, but a quick check of her 
senses told her that the sound was not coming from the same sound 
track. The record had been cut in stereo—in which the impulses and 
the pickup were impressed along the sides of the V-groove of the rec- 
ord. This sound was just as obviously monaural, which meant that the 
impression could be made along the bottom of the V. By playing the 
track backward, anyone who disregarded the manufacturer’s warning 
about using a monaural needle would be rewarded by a most god-aw- 
ful screech. 


Gloria now knew how—she had a pretty good idea about the other 
two. Tomorrow, she intended to have a good look at the album to 
see if there was anything distinctive about it. And to try to make a re- 
port, if opportunity presented itself. Feeling very proud, Gloria noise- 
lessly crept back up the hallway, but flushed by success, did not make a 
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thorough enough search of the area and was in the process of retrieving 
the long piece of boning when a heavy hand clamped itself on her bared 
shoulder and spun her about. “So, we have a sneaking Beauty? The 
voice and the hulking figure belonged to a large, latently stupid gorilla 
that circulated around the place during the evening, ostensibly to keep 
order. Gloria had been trained to think fast in such a situation and al- 
though she could probably have killed the unsuspecting guard with an 
expert blow to the throat, she favored, almost instinctively the really 
sensible approach— 


She screamed. And again. Loudly, terrifiedly screaming, while the 
hand that had been working out the stay, dropped to the neckline of 
the chemise and tore it down to waist level where the pettipants re- 
ceive the same treatment in the same motion. The startled guard then 
made a fatal mistake. He attempted to stifle the screams with his hand 
while the other arm went around Gloria’s body to restrain her. They 
were in this position when the beams of two flashlights caught them. 


“What goes on here?” The question came with the weight of author- 
ity and a coldness that would have chilled anyone but the most despa- 
rate of persons. 


Gloria managed another half-hearted scream, then broke away from 
the bewildered guard and rushed, sobbing toward the owner of the 
voice—whom she knew to be the manager. For his part, the manager 
was thrown off balance, both mentally and physically by the disheveled, 
nearly naked form of the young girl. Gloria threw two arms about him 
for support and whimpered “I—I couldn’t sleep. I was in—in the hall 
and the door wouldn’t open and then this—man grabbed me and he 
started to tear off my clothes and—” with that Gloria burst into really 
first rate sobs. 


With only the briefest of glances at the half-crouched figure of the 
guard, the manager snapped an order into the darkness behind him, 
“Kill him!” and there was a momentary half-choked scream from the 
guard as a glinting shadow buried itself in his throat and he slumped 
to the floor. “Get rid of him,” he rasped in Marseilles French as he 
had the first command. “There, my cocou—my pigeon. Let’s go down 
to the office and you can tell me why you walk about at night. Among 
other things.” After a motion of his head, several spectral figures bore 
the body of the dead man away. The owner of the other flashlight fol- 
lowed them by a pace. 
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Within the office, the manager deposited the half-limp Gloria in a 
chair facing the desk and poured a small cognac. “Drink this, my 
dear. You'll feel so much better.” 


The other man spoke now for the first time, speaking in the Mar- 
seilles dialect as the manager had. His voice had a strange rasp to it as 
he said “Find out if she knows anything.” It was a command. 


Sensing this, Gloria sat up and looked at him. “Oh, are you Italian.” 
She smiled. “I used to go with an Italian. ‘Te amo.’ That means ‘I love 


you.’”” The other man, visible in the office-light now showed an un- 
mistakable look of disgust, as he turned back to the manager. 


“I would be surprised if she could read ‘Stop’ signs without moving 
her lips!” Apparently she had concealed her knowledge of the language. 


The manager shrugged, expansively. “With a shape like that, she 
doesn’t need to know anything,” he continued in English. “Why were 
you in the hall?” 


“T couldn’t sleep.” 
“Didn’t you know that you aren’t allowed in the halls at night?” 


“Nobody told me—except that Sheila, and I thought she was mak- 
ing a joke.” 


“But didn’t you find the door locked?” 


Gloria smiled brightly. “Yes, but I remembered something about 
locks I read in a detective story and I took a stay out of my new corse- 
let,” and with this, her fingers explored the edges of the gleaming gar- 
ment, carelessly it seemed, spilling more of her bosom into view. “Oh, 
dear. Now he’s torn it and I just spent ten pounds on it!” Gloria 
seemed more concerned on the ruin done to her garment than respond- 
ing to any sense that she was on trial here. “And I really needed that!” 
The manager seemed mystified, both at the exposure of flesh and at 
the reasoning—or lack of it. 


“Just one little thing, my pet. Why do you need such an elaborate, 
ah—” and his expressive hands described the uplifting effect. 


continued on page 72 
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= y a HISTORY 


SOME TRUE EPISODES FROM MY LIFE 


ANN, 30-D1- FPE — Ee —S— 


Many times I have tried to write for “TRANSVESTIA” the story of 
my life. I always gave up as soon as I read some of the wonderful true 
stories written in such attractive ways which I will never be able to 
match. 


On the other hand, having joined the FPE sorority, I have gathered 
all my courage and here goes. 


First of all: I am now what they call in this country an “old bag” 
that is to say as a woman I might still pass for being in the fifties, or 
to flatter my vanity even more, I hope that I can still pass, with careful 
makeup, as a lady in her forties. You can thus imagine that my mas- 
culine self is “slightly” older. 


All of what I am going to tell you is true, and no wishful thinking, to 
my knowledge, has crept in. However, so many years have passed by in 
the meantime and so many things have happened to me that I do not 
always remember exactly the right names, or places or years in which 
the events took place, and might mix them up. However, they did happen. 


I will not bore our readers with too many details such as the im- 
mense thrill when putting on my first dress, as everybody has I guess 
felt it. I might, however, add that this wonderful feeling never ceased 
and is nowadays the same or even stronger than it was forty years 
ago. I am slender, medium size, have small limbs, somewhat feminine 
hips and said to have until this day quite pretty feminine legs almost no 
hair on my chest, arms and legs even without the help of shaving, which 
I do anyway to remove the remnants. Nevertheless, I never looked ef- 
feminate and indeed I never had to suffer from that in school or else- 
where. 
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At home, we had a cook and a housemaid as was not unusual in 
Europe at the time. 


I must have been 13 to 15 years of age when I fell in love with our 
pretty house maid (or French maid). She often kissed me tenderly, and 
one day she showed me a picture of herself dressed in the uniform of 
her brother who was a sailor in the Navy. (I still have that picture, 
which she gave me later on as a reward after I had fulfilled her wish 
to be dressed by her (and to act) as a house maid.) This happened when 
my parents and sister had left on a weekend for an outing and the cook 
had her day off, while I “had” to stay home to finish my homework. 
That was true the very first time, but later it was used as a pretext, or 
just faining to feel not well. Ever since, I have liked the roll of a maid 
and maybe by sheer luck or because I was looking for, and finding, 
congenial girls, I was able to transform on many occasions into a maid 
or just into a young lady. This was the case when I got my first job out 
of town, having my own room with separate entrance door. 


It was on a cold winterday, probably on a Saturday, when I had 
the afternoon off, that I met a very attractive middle-aged lady in a 
Cafe. I must have been in my twenties at that time. It is permissible in 
Europe, to ask anybody—be it a man or a woman who sits alone at a 
table—for permission to take a seat, provided of course that no other 
free tables are available. We found ourselves suddenly acquainted in a 
nice conversation this way, and in the course of time, and after several 
dates, became quite well acquainted. 


One Saturday I was invited to her house to have tea. She was a war- 
widow and quite well-to-do, and I had come to enjoy her company 
and stamina very much. Now I must tell you in all frankness that I 
do not remember very well how it all came about that afternoon. The 
fact was that her maid had “her day off” (I later came to think that my 
friend had cleverly arranged for that). So she asked—her name was 
Antje—to help her with the dishes. 


An apron was quickly found and Antje helped me to put it on. After 
we had finished the dishes, Antje started to laugh and said something 
of the sort that I most probably would look much nicer if completely 
dressed as a maid. Apparently she had prepared everything, or almost 
everything, and without taking my objections seriously, off came my 
mens clothes and shoes which were stored away, and on went from the 
skin out, everything required to make me into a genuine maid, helped 
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of course—and “helped” is an understatement—by Antje. As far as I 
can remember, she did not have a wig for me on that day, however there 
were beautiful blonde tresses which she wrapped skillfully around my 
head. 


Then came a bit of makeup. I had not even had time to give my 
transformation a closer look when Antje suddenly called out:—‘Heav- 
ens, it is already 8 o’clock and the dog has not been walked yet!” She 
rushed for an overcoat of hers, and without asking me she wrapped a 
scarf around my head so that just a bit of the blonde tresses protruded 
and it was me who had to put her overcoat on! Then Antje showed me 
the door, and when I hesitated she pushed me out warning me that the 
dog had to be walked for at least a quarter of an hour, to the corner of 
the street forth and back several times to make sure that he did his 
business. 


Here I was outside the door of the apartment and I had to go down 
the long flight of stairs that lead to the street. 


(For better understanding I must mention here that in some Euro- 
pean countries the old fiction of “my home is my castle” is still being 
maintained in apartment houses insofar as that each apartment has a 
private flight of stairs leading to the street, and the apartments are 
called e.g. “middle house,” “upper house,” etc. equivalent to the 
second or third floor where they are located. So sometimes one has to 
go up (or down) several flights until one enters the apartment or the 
street, respectively.) Well, the dog pulled me eagerly along, and al- 
though I wore only medium high heels I had to be quite careful in 
order not to fall. Arriving at the street, I took a breath and opened 
the house door. There I was in the street, a maid walking a dog that 
evidently knew his way. Fortunately the street was only dimly lit as 
was the custom in wartime, and I met almost nobody. As soon as 
somebody showed up I unobtrusively just took a turn, and nobody 
bothered me nor seemed to be aware that the “maid” was not a 
“maid.” 


Elated, I returned with the dog to the apartment. It had become 
quite late and I had to go home. When I asked for my clothes, I found 
them in a carefully wrapped package except my pants, shoes, overcoat, 
and hat which I was told to put over my dress. Since, as I said before, 
the streets were dimly lit, or not at all, I had to go home in this way, 
avoiding bright lit cross sections whenever possible (because I was 
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afraid that my feminine (padded) bosom might be discovered under 
my overcoat which I had put on as loosely as possible to avoid the 
contours). Antje asked me to come again in a fortnight in the evening, 
after dark. I happily accepted, but there was a condition: She would 
not receive me as a man, but only as her maid. So I had to repeat my 
transformation again. When I arrived at her house door, I rang the 
bell. The automatic buzzer opened the door and Antje from above 
asked: Who is it? Whereupon I answered: It is me, the maid. Where- 
upon she said: Come on in. I quickly closed the street door, and before 
I rushed up the stairs, I removed my overcoat, hat and shoes, which I 
put in my suitcase, put on my maid’s shoes, and the wig, smoothed my 
uniform, and up I rushed as fast as possible in my shoes, into the arms 
of my girl friend. 


Because of the war in the adjoining countries, I later on accepted a 
job in a country in southern Europe. Here again, I finally was lucky 
enough to meet an understanding girl. She turned out to be a dress 
maker and beautician. Often she would spend hours until my lips and 
hairdo were made up by her to her full satisfaction. I had to keep the 
hairpins ready, etc. and she got quiet impatient when I did not pass 
them as fast as she needed them. She often grew angry when I blinked 
while she tried to treat with mascara and brush up my eye lashes. Al- 
though I seemed to look genuine I still had my doubts. Vacation time 
came and her 14 year old daughter was home, and my friend had in- 
vited and transformed me before her daughter’s arrival, just to prove 
that nobody would find out the “truth” not even when up close talking 
with me. It is true that I always had and still have a soft voice by nature, 
and I still am often addressed on the phone as “Miss,” “Madame” or 
“Mrs” unless I correct the operator. I often do not and I still get a 
thrill when passing as a woman on the phone. Although we spent many 
hours in the presence of the daughter to whom I was introduced as an 
aunt of her mother, my last doubts about recognition disappeared. 
When Carnival (similar to Mardi Gras or Holloween) came, my friend 
—I believe her name was Maria—rented gypsy costumes for her daugh- 
ter and for me, while she wore something different, also fancy, of 
course. We had lots of fun in the streets and the Cafes, where we rested 
up a bit, having just some milk, tea or a soft drink and cake. In one 
of the cafes, Maria met an elder gentleman, a friend of hers, to whom I 
was introduced as her aunt from out of town. That nice man unfortu- 
nately seemed to fall madly in love with me and asked for a date. I had 
to deny it saying that I had to leave town. Although I was naughty 
enough to try my feminine charms on him, by showing a bit of my 
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legs, then stretching down the skirt again to cover my knees. I saw to 
it that he did not come too close. We said good-bye to that gentleman 
because we had—so we said—another appointment. We then went to 
a photographer (they all were open for business that night) and Maria 
wanted him to take a picture of her daughter and of me in our gypsy 
costumes. (I still have those pictures.) Of course, Maria showed me 
how to be a good housewife, and how to behave, and to dance. Antje 
had taught me already how to knit and to crochet and to do other 
feminine chores, including how to speak even in a more feminine way 
than I already could do by nature. Now my education was continued by 
Maria. 


Unfortunately, both girls vied in making me up and doing my hair 
themselves and only occasionally was I allowed to do it myself. There- 
fore I am still pretty clumsy at it, and notwithstanding all my efforts do 
not manage too well, still needing the help of others to obtain a good 
appearance. 


After the war was over I came to this country, and for a very long 
time I could not practice my favorite “hobby.” To make things worse, 
I had forgotten almost completely how to knit and to crochet and now 
I am trying to get started again after having finally obtained an apart- 
ment of my own (a very small one, but it is mine). 


I have had a few embarrassing things happen to me which involved 
my TVing. For instance, one evening when I was just in my undies, and 
bra but fortunately with my wig on, the spring actuated shade jumped 
up leaving me to the possible sight of a neighbor, fortunately at some 
distance, so that I could turn my head away and quickly put the lights 
out before I pulled down the shade again. I was still wearing an earring 
I had forgotten to take off in the morning, I discovered this in the ele- 
vator, but fortunately I was alone and removed it before somebody 
got on at the next floor. Once I forgot to remove the red lacquer on my 
two big toe nails before I went to the podiatrist (or foot doctor)—I 
discovered it when I had removed my socks and was about to have my 
preliminary footbath before I had to meet the doctor in another booth 
and start the treatment. I looked desperately in my pocket for something 
to remove the lacquer. Luckily I found in a pocket a nail file, and 
quickly scratched it off. I am sure some traces were still left, but ap- 
parently the foot doctor did not see them, or he just chose to overlook it. 


Well, that is all for now. 


—ANN 


}ACHON “eq 


PETER’S PROBLEM 


ee UNKNOWN 


Mrs. Cooper looked at her son with a mixture of regret and disgust 
—the latter emotion predominating. After all, it might be expected— 
though never hoped for, that one’s child might well run into a snag 
with the authorities at one time or another during the stormy process 
of growing up. Nevertheless, it was rather humiliating to have to 
stand in court and listen while the judge recited the various charges 
(vandalism and disorderly conduct; he had been cleared of the stolen 
car charge when it was pointed out that he had not actually gotten into 
the car when the rest of the gang had gone joy riding.). 


The problem was, Peter did not even seem remorseful about it, but 
had rather stood there sullenly while the judge had pronounced the 
rather lenient sentence of probation to his parents, with the stipulation 
that continued attendance at school and an improvement in his scho- 
lastic averages be maintained. Peter had merely shrugged, a distinctly 
recognizable sneer on his fourteen year old face. With that, the judge 
lost his temper; ‘““Young man! It is a shame that the courts are no 
longer permitted to sentence juveniles to floggings, for it is obvious 
to the court that you have not the slightest idea of decency or disci- 
pline. Recognizing the fact that your parents are in part responsible for 
this lack in your upbringing, I’m nevertheless further stipulating that 
if you are seen on the streets—anywhere—after six p.m., without 
either of your parents, you will immediately be sent to the state re- 
formatory.” The gavel descended with a resounding smack. 


That evening, the Coopers tried to talk to their son, but despite their 
pleading with him in the name of all that is virtuous, it became obvi- 
ous that he was paying no mind to them. Eventually, he slouched up- 
stairs and began to play the radio very loudly. Mr. and Mrs. Cooper 


talked for several hours about what they were going to do, but neither 
had anything constructive to say. The idea of physically punishing the 
boy was beyond both of them. They were interrupted by the telephone. 
One of the neighbors was saying something in an excited voice about 
someone climbing in a window upstairs. Mr. Cooper found his Ser- 
vice automatic and rushed upstairs. A quick search revealed only their 
son, in bed, asleep. Puzzled, they were about to leave the room when 
Mrs. Cooper quickly pulled the blankets down, revealing their son 
fully dressed. Two minutes later, they found that he had been the 
mysterious prowler. The judge’s warning had had no effect and the boy 
had simply climbed out the window, returning via the same route sev- 
eral hours later. Mrs. Cooper sat on the bed, shaking her head back and 
forth, saying “what are we going to do with you?” over and over. 
Peter chose to ignore them. 


Neither of the Coopers got much sleep that night. They would have 
benefitted by the judge’s comments had they chosen to remember it. 
For it is a primary lesson among those who train mules and other 
stubborn animals that very often the first and most important step in 
training is attracting undivided attention and that very often, if not 
always, the best, fastest and most thorough method of obtaining this 
is a well-aimed blow on top of the head—or other appropriate part 
of the anatomy. 


Peter was sent off to school the next morning, however, with the 
usual admonition to “Please be good!” He responded in typical fash- 
ion: once he had rounded the corner, he simply walked in the opposite 
direction and spent the better part of the day with some of his friends. 
By mid-morning, the school had called Mrs. Cooper and she immedi- 
ately called her husband. Whether it was concern or panic, he quickly 
asked his employer for time in order to find the boy. 


The boss was instantly sympathetic, even offering his help in finding 
the boy before it was too late. Cooper refused, but his employer was 
not to be deterred. “You know, Cooper—you’re too easy on your 
boy. Why, I had the same problem with my youngest for a long time.” 
Cooper stared at him in disbelief. The boss’ youngest son had been an 
honor student in high school, in college and was now excelling at the 
Harvard Business School; surely he was jesting. 


“Yeah, you’re too easy. Look, let me tell you how we handled our 
situation—and believe me, it was even worse.” After about half an 
hour, Cooper was still staring in disbelief. If his boss was telling the 
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truth, he had had an even worse case—but the solving of it—that was 
something else! ‘And that’s all there was to it!” the boss continued. 
“Now then, Cooper. We’ve wasted enough time. Let’s find that kid of 
yours before the police do.” 


Actually, finding Peter was relatively simple. The boss had sug- 
gested several likely spots and in the third of these—a seldom used 
part of the railroad switch yard, they found him. Locating him was 
easy: however, he was in company with several other boys, all looking 
uniformly unkempt with bushy haircuts and greasy jackets. Some of 
them were throwing knives at a board and all of them had cigarettes 
dangling from one corner of their mouths. “God, I’m afraid to go 
down there!” said Cooper. 


“You must!” said the boss. “And remember, don’t back down—re- 
member what I told you.” 


With a feeling that his knees had turned to Jell-o, Cooper walked 
down an embankment toward the group of boys who turned to watch 
him unconcernedly. Cooper walked directly into the circle and stood 
between his son’s outstretched feet. “Get up, Peter!” he commanded 
with what he hoped was an authoritative tone. Peter ignored him. Re- 
membering then the tone of voice with which he had once lashed a 
company of men into a fanatic body of highly-efficient assault troops, 
he roared out the command again and simultaneously placed one foot 
under the boy’s thigh and heaved. Peter went sprawling but rose to his 
feet quickly, looking at his father with hate in his eyes. Cooper merely 
stepped over to him, grabbed one arm and quickly twisted it behind 
the boy’s back. Howling in pain, and an unaccustomed fear, the boy 
danced ahead of him away from the group of boys. A shout from up 
the embankment of “Lookout!” caused Cooper to relapse into forgot- 
ten combat skills. With a single motion, he pushed his son forward and 
onto the ground, turned and with a smooth gesture, intercepted the up- 
flung arm of the attacking boy, and with a sideways-step, hooked the 
boy’s ankle and flipped him. The knife dropped at Cooper’s feet while 
the tightly held arm gave out an omnous crack. Cooper dropped the 
boy then, picked up the knife, broke the blade under his foot and 
threw the pieces down. None of the rest of the group moved. He turned 
back to his son who was watching wide-eyed. “Get up!” “Y-yes, sir.” 
the boy scrambled ahead of him up the embankment. Once seated in 
the boss’ car, Cooper was aware of a very fatigued feeling as the adre- 
nalin drained out of his system. 


“Very neatly done,” his boss congratulated him. “Thanks—and 
thanks for the warning.” Meanwhile, Peter sat in awed silence. 


They dropped the boy off at the school; the boss went in with them 
and the pair of them talked briefly with the principal. Peter went off to 
class. 


When they left the school, Cooper was told to take the rest of the 
day off. “Frankly, you look a wreck just at the moment. Besides, you'll 
need the time to do the rest, right?” “Well—yes, but haven’t we done 
enough?” 


“Look, Cooper, I’m not doing this for my health, you know. And 
I’m not saying there’s not other ways—but I know this way works. 
But I can see you won’t do it unless I prod you a little. Let’s go to your 
house. I want to call the office and tell my secretary where I am, and we 
can talk to your wife at the same time. 


Mrs. Cooper was informed of all that had transpired and she was 
equally increduous. However, when the entire plan was laid open to 
her, her reaction was different from her husband’s. She laughed de- 
lightedly. “How wonderful! Well, Henry—I have some shopping to 
do, it seems. How much can we spend?” The boss snorted and said “I 
knew somehow I’d end up paying for all this. Here’s your Christmas 
bonus” and he handed several heroic-looking bills to Mrs. Cooper. 
“‘But—but— it’s only April,” spluttered Mr. Cooper. “So? Well, you 
can come over and mow my lawn sometime, then” said the boss. 


When Peter Cooper returned to his home that afternoon, he received 
the second major shock of the day. He had been tempted to look up 
some of the gang, but he decided not to—after all, they might not really 
appreciate what his father had done, and secondly, he had learned to 
respect his father in a limited way. After all, next time, it might be him 
with a broken arm. 


He was surprised to see both his parents waiting for him. They usu- 
ally didn’t pay much attention to him. This was, nowever, a special 
occasion, as he soon found out. 


“What do you mean?” he squealed. “I’m not going to wear those 
things!” “Yes, you are,” said his father ominously. “In fact, if you 
don’t start in five seconds, I’m going to beat the living hell out of you!” 
In the face of such undeniable logic, the boy turned to meet a fate worse 
than death. 
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Peter was absolutely humiliated; Mr. Cooper was skeptically neutral, 
but Mrs. Cooper was obviously pleased. “I always wanted a daughter” 
she said as she finished zipping the dress up the back of her son. 


Peter looked disconsolately at his image in the mirror. Of all the 
stupid things! Not only had his mother given him a dress to wear, she 
had also insisted on his wearing girl’s underwear, and even now was 
delightedly smearing lipstick on his mouth. But when she put the bow 
in his hair—and truly it was long enough to warrant such adorn- 
ment—his self-control broke down and he cried. 


Leaving their sobbing son, the Coopers went back downstairs. 
“Supper will be ready in half an hour,” his mother had said, patting 
him on the shoulder as she left. 


When he heard the hall door close, Peter hastily got up and ran to 
the closet. He wasn’t going to wear these things, that much was cer- 
tain! The third surprise opened the gate on more tears: someone (guess 
who?) had removed all his clothes. Instead, there hung there in the 
closet, a reasonably complete wardrobe of girl’s clothing. Even his 
dresser drawers had not escaped as he soon found out. He was still 
trying to adjust to this when his mother called him for supper. Like a 
doomed criminal, he walked slowly downstairs. The rustling sound of 
the taffeta reproached him at every step. Shortly before he reached the 
bottom step, he had come to the conclusion that even behaving was 
better than this! 


Of course, he was not helped at all by the fact that his parents had 
company; the boss and his wife were waiting expectantly for Peter’s 
grand entrance—which if it lacked in grace, it surpassed in embar- 
rassment. “Absolutely delightful!” said the boss’ wife. 


Through the meal, Peter sat very silently, looking only at his plate. 
He discovered that if he moved very slowly, he didn’t notice what he 
was wearing as much. When the meal was finished, he asked if he 
might be excused. “In a minute, dear.” Several minutes later, he was 
accompanied back to his room by his mother and the boss’ wife, who 
exclaimed over all the items in Peter’s new wardrobe. Eventually, they 
left the boy alone. It was an act of mercy. 


Downstairs, Cooper was saying ‘“You know, that’s the first peaceful 
meal we’ve had in a long time.” “Amazing how fast it works, isn’t it?” 
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Before they went to bed that night, the Coopers looked in at their 
son, who was sleeping. “The boss knew what he was talking about, al- 
right,” said Mr. Cooper. “He certainly did,” echoed Mrs. C. 


The next morning, Peter was informed at breakfast—which he at- 
tended dressed in a pastel colored robe that he would attend school as 
usual—dressed in his conventional clothes. With a great sigh of relief, 
he changed into his school clothes and ran off down the street. The 
whole affair had seemed like a nightmare; maybe now they would leave 
him alone. He maintained an exceptional, for him, standard of con- 
duct throughout most of the day. Since it was a Friday, however, sev- 
eral of his classmates were restless and soon he was joining them in 
creating minor diversions for the rest of the class. 


He was surprised to see his mother waiting for him after classes were 
dismissed. With an expectant smile, she escorted him home—and re- 
peated the performance of the evening before, notwithstanding tears, 
exhortations and fervent promises to behave with the uttermost of 
decorum at every conceivable future point of time. To no avail, as mas- 
ter Peter soon found. 


One might be tempted to speculate on the progress of this story if 
Mrs. Cooper—and Mr. Cooper, for that matter, had acted with the 
same degree of firmness prior to this time of chastisement. However, 
it must be argued that hindsight is a great deal more dependable than 
foresight—and twenty times as common. 


After the first week had gone by, with Peter being allowed his right- 
ful clothing only for the occasion of attending classes, he had begun to 
rationalize his parent’s behavior. In view of past efforts on his par- 
ents part, he felt sure that, like the many’ bans and removal of privi- 
leges effected against him in the past, the present state of affairs would 
not last very long. 


It was Peter’s fate, however, to be disappointed, for each evening 
until the end of the school term in the summer, his mother met him at 
the school door and escorted him home—and so on. Nor were week- 
ends any different as Peter found out; regardless of whoever might be 
present or expected, Peter was universally attired in dresses. He very 
nearly went out of his mind the first Sunday when his mother very 
calmly escorted him to church—a place where he was not very well 
known and so he was at least saved the additional agony of meeting 
any of his own acquaintances. However, Mrs. Cooper was well known 
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in her own right—and her son had earned a certain degree of notoriety, 
so that those who concerned themselves at all with the situation, under- 
stood with varying degrees of insight the processing of justice which 
they were viewing. Not that there was universal approval nor accep- 
tance-—-for example, one might have noticed the shaken composure of 
the assistant pastor at his first sight of Peter—but there was a tacit 
understanding that the Coopers had a “problem.” 


It might be noted, as a further sidelight, that after four or five such 
appearances, certain unruly children whose parents attended the same 
church found their lives disrupted in an astonishingly similar pattern, 
had anyone cared to summarize all the details. 


On the last day of school, Peter was surprised to find his mother 
going zo school with him. Classes were to be held for only a half-day 
and Peter somehow had a premonition that the end of classes meant 
an end to his strange captivity. Now, it must be noted that due partly 
to this self-same restriction of activity—-and the ensuing boredom, 
young Peter had actually found himself studying from time to time. 
In fact, this had had such astonishing results that Mrs. Cooper had 
been requested to appear at school for a conference with Peter’s teach- 
ers. This worthy assemblage shared several distinct opinions: first of 
all, was the fact that Peter’s scholastic work showed a complete lack of 
content or merit, and as such, it was felt that he should be required 
to repeat the year. However, it was also pointed out that there had been 
a dramatic upsurge near the end of the school year—not enough to re- 
deem the entire year—but enough to warrant further investigation be- 
fore any action was taken. 


Mrs. Cooper then told them of the plan of action they had followed; 
there were several differences of opinion regarding the merits of this, 
but all agreed that it had had a most signal effect. After further de- 
liberation, it was decided that, provided Peter followed a serious course 
of home study that summer—a course supervised by one of the teachers 
present, he would be allowed to go on. Even the most adamant of the 
critics yielded the point that once good study habits were implanted, 
they might well remain. Meanwhile, Miss Carson—the proposed super- 
visor was happily discussing summer plans with Mrs. Cooper. When 
the bell rang announcing the end of classes for the year, they rushed off 
to tell Peter the good news. 


As might be expected he was less than overjoyed. Not only was his 
summer to be ruined by the spectre of a continuation of studies, but he 
could see the handwriting on the wall. Nor was he helped a great deal 
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when Miss Carson accompanied them home, waiting discretely down- 
stairs while Mrs. Cooper ushered him upstairs into the waiting con- 
fines of his other wardrobe. 


Miss Carson was “enchanted” —Peter was “nauseated.” 


The long long summer loomed ominously in front of him with no 
sign of alleviation. However, after several weeks, Peter found that it 
was not so bad as he had anticipated. Not that it was very good but at 
least it was bearable. The feminine clothing ceased being an agony, 
being more in the order of a nuisance, for Mrs. Cooper had insisted 
he take care of them as well as his own personal grooming. The latter 
became more of a problem, for Mrs. Cooper steadfastly refused to let 
him get his haircut and the long mass of hair was not only hot, it was 
full of snarls and the very devil to keep clean. 


The greatest surprise of the summer came through the ministrations 
of Miss Carson. That devoted soul cheerfully gave several hours a 
day to the struggling student, and under her careful and competent 
tutelage, he overcame the difficulties he had been faced with and to his 
surprise found himself very near to enjoying the schoolwork. Of 
course, part of this was due to the absence of the restricting confines 
of a classroom with its distracting constraints. 


Furthermore, Miss Carson went so far as to suggest Peter come to 
her place on different days; the first few times, she had to escort him 
there, but eventually he went alone. 


The summer was about half over when the boss’s wife called one 
afternoon “to see how that darling boy” was coming. She and Miss 
Carson greeted each other familiarly for “Miss Carson here did so 
much to help us with our son, too, you know!” Peter remained oddly 
calm under her close inspection of him. 


It was about the time when Mr. Cooper began talking of vacation 
plans that a hint of uneasiness came over both of Peter’s parents. 
There was the problem of what to do about Peter; they weren’t sure 
they did not want to disrupt his progress in his make-up school work, 
but on the other hand, they felt they would be needlessly cruel in deny- 
ing him the chance to accompany them. They talked it over at some 
length but reached no firm decision although vacation was only a week 
away. 


The following day, Mrs. Cooper spoke to Miss Carson about it. 
Miss Carson felt that Peter had made great strides and should be ac- 
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cordingly rewarded. Furthermore, she herself was planning a trip and 
the entire situation would be self-resolving. 


There was another area of doubt in Mrs. Cooper’s mind concern- 
ing her son—a doubt that was both deepened and solved in curious 
fashion when her son disappeared one afternoon. As he had been 
invited to the boss’s place the day before, Mrs. Cooper felt he might 
have gone there and she telephoned the boss’s wife. That worthy per- 
sonage stated that although she had not seen him that day, she knew 
where he was and that Mrs. Cooper should relax, for “The dear has 
planned a surprise for you and I daren’t spoil it for him.” 


The answer did not calm Mrs. Cooper that much and she couldn’t 
help wondering about the nature of the “surprise.” 


She hurried to the door when the buzzer rang, expecting her son and 
was annoyed to see a tall young woman standing there holding several 
boxes. “I’m sorry, we don’t want any,” said Mrs. Cooper as she closed 
the door. 


“Mother!” 
“Oh my lord!” she gasped. Peter had come home. 


“It was really the boss’s wife’s idea,” explained Peter as his mother 
slowly revived. “I was complaining about how terribly my hair was 
and she suggested I get a permanent—in fact, she called up her own 
hairdresser and made an appointment for me yesterday—even paid 
for it herself. And she insisted I go back there afterward so she could 
see how it looked. How do you like it?” asked Peter guilelessly as he 
gently patted the hairdo. 


“Uh—fine, fine—but those clothes you have on—they’re not yours! 
And what’s all these boxes?” 


“Well, that was her idea—they used to belong to her son—you know 
—he went through this same thing.” 


Mrs. Cooper was not adjusting very well to her son’s appearance. 
Putting him into dresses had been one thing—but she had never in- 
sisted on such close attention to detail. For one thing, the linen sheath 
was very chic—and undoubtedly quite expensive, and it hugged a fig- 
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ure of staggering proportions. Furthermore, she felt that her son was a 
little young to be wearing high heels—never mind that they set off the 
youthful curve of his ankle so well. 


Mrs. Cooper was still not out of her state of shock when Mr Cooper 
came home. He joined her forthwith. They were both nearly traumat- 
ized when Peter slipped b2<k downstairs in the powder blue formal that 
had been included in the boss’ son’s clothing. 


It must be said that the Coopers genuinely enjoyed their vacation 
that year—all three of them. The senior Coopers were impressed with 
the fact that for the first year since they could remember, they weren’t 
encumbered with a holy terror who was whining from minute to min- 
ute about wanting pony rides and hot dogs as well as making minute 
inspection of every restroom along the route. Peter genuinely enjoyed 
the trip as well. He had taken the time to read up, with Miss Carson’s 
help on the route and area they were traveling and he was a genuine 
source of entertainment to his parents, pointing out salient points that 
his parents had overlooked as they traveled. 


Only one thing marred the trip—and that was a matter of debate. 
In Miami, the elder Coopers had gone out for the evening and at Mrs. 
Cooper’s suggestion—nay, insistence, they had stopped to view the 
crowd at a discotheque. It was only after several minutes of watching 
a girl in a black lace dress that merely skimmed her knees that they re- 
alized how much their son was enjoying the trip. Not to mention that 
he certainly knew how to do the frug and the watusi very well. 


On his first morning back to work, Mr. Cooper asked to see the 
boss for a minute, privately. ““Of course, of course! But—please hurry 
—I’m expecting someone. By the way, how was the vacation?” 
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“Fine—that is, well, that’s part of it, you see sir, it’s Peter . 


“Ah, Peter! How is he?” “Fine—I guess. But there’s something I 
wanted to ask you sir—about your experience with your son, if you 
don’t mind? I mean—well, now he doesn’t want to—that is, he’s de- 
cided he wants to—” 


“Ah—I think I see what you’re driving at, Cooper. Well, let me 
tell you.” As the boss rambled on about greater and lesser frames of 
value and references and modes of behavior, Mr. Cooper’s eye was 
caught by the office door opening slightly and an extremely attractive 
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young woman in a seductive mini skirt which swayed way above her 
nylon knees slipped through. Unnoticed, she slowly undulated her 
way toward the desk, the grace of a jungle cat in every movement of 
her shapely body. 


The boss suddenly noticed her and let out a great whoop. 


“Jack! Jack, son! Sit down! How was Paris? I was just telling 
Cooper here about our little—er, experience, right, Cooper?” 


Mr. Cooper might have been comforted by the fact that when he 
fainted, he did it with the greatest of dignity as he slowly and quietly 
slumped to the floor. 


GRR aired boys. The youeeee ip 


ON BEING AN FP 
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Why are we what we are? It can’t really be the feel of soft clothes — 
after all so many mens’ clothes nowadays are made of nylon, dacron, 
terylene, arnel, tricel, etc. But we are not satisfied unless we also wear 
a bra, a girdle, makeup and jewelry. Why? Perhaps because, whatever 
the materials, these are things we could never wear as men. We are em- 
phasizing a change of identity. Why do we want to change our identity? 
To escape from the responsibilities of our male life, of course. But 
which responsibilities are we trying to get a rest from? Not from what 
others expect of us, I think. We can always change our jobs or even 
desert our families. But we don’t. We must therefore be trying to escape 
from the responsibilities we force on ourselves. But we can’t get away 
from these without becoming somebody else. There are times when I’ve 
been dressed and shocked when the time has come to change that I’ve 
been a man all the time — physiological reasons had betrayed me al- 
though I wasn’t aware of it before undressing. For a little while I had 
really been Sylvia and fully content to be Sylvia. It doesn’t always hap- 
pen when I dress — I wish it did! 


Sylvia 
FE-B-3 FPE 
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LONG HAIRED BOYS 
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The long haired boys and yqung men here in Europe have given us 
something to think about. The Beatles are mentioned as being the first 
who came out with this new “Fashion,” of long hair, high heeled shoes 
or boots, etc. But the tendencies for this “Fashion” were to be seen 
before the Beatles began to play—especially among the young artists. 
Is it a feminine urge that has broken out? Perhaps, but the young men 
with long hair are apparently not transvestites. 


In an interview on television, an 18-year-old boy with long hair to 
his shoulders was asked: “Do you like to be feminine?” The answer 
was: “No, but what is feminine?” This anwer, I think, is very char- 
acteristic. What is feminine? The movement—if we may call the new 
fashion so—has a tendency to blur out the borders between feminine 
and masculine; ideas that no longer have the same value as before. 
The youth is apparently not interested in this outer difference between 
the sexes. 


The girls put on the boys’ trousers and the former exclusively mas- 
culine trousers have been a common piece of clothes for both males 
and females. In the same way the former feminine hairstyles have 
been common for the two sexes. Naturally some of the long haired men 
will declare that they want to revive an old masculine hair-fashion 
thinking of Samson and our classic artists etc. who all wore long hair. 
Some declare that they want to revive the old Belle Epoch of Europe 
where men wore long hair or wigs and were dressed in more interesting 
clothes than today. This may be right, but it does not interfere with 
our assertion that a new movement is blurring out the borders between 
feminine and masculine appearances. 
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Who has been the most eager to bring out this elimination between 
the sexes? Without doubt the women! The women who have been op- 
pressed by the men from time immemorial. The girls have taken on 
that which, for them, is the masculine symbol of power—the trousers, 
and made them part of their own clothes. And naturally the women, 
conscious or unconscious, will welcome every step the men take to 
adopt some of the attributes that are called feminine and which for her 
have hitherto been symbols of weakness. She feels that man is knocked 
off his pedestal and his throne when he lets his hair grow long and 
wears feminine things. 


At every pop concert where the musicians are young long haired 
boys with high heeled shoes, bracelets and unconventional clothes, the 
girls are the most enthusiastic (and hysterical) when they hear and see 
the long haired boys. The young girl is proud to dance with her boy- 
friend when he is dressed exactly like herself and with her hairstyle. If 
you stand outside a dance hall watching the young people arriving it 
will often be quite impossible for you to see if it is a girl or a boy who 
enters the hall. Both wear trousers and shoes of the same style, both 
have long hair, both wear identical jackets buttoned on the same side. 
It is quite common that the girl gives her boyfriend a girl’s name. Often 
the boy uses a double name adding a feminine name to his masculine 
name by a hyphen such as Karl-Astrid, Tom-Jenny etc. The feminine 
name is used by the boy’s friends as a quite natural thing when they 
speak to him. Some of the boys have got their ears pierced and wear a 
ring or a pearl like their girlfriends. It is not uncommon that the boys 
use a bow in their thick long hair when out dancing. Eye makeup, lip- 
sticks and other cosmetics are used by some of the more advanced 
young boys and men, but generally only on nights when together with 
their girlfriends. It is obvious that many of the boys have an urge to 
identify themselves with their girlfriends and be happy twosomes. 


But how do adults react? It is a study in itself. Naturally there is 
a lot of reaction. 


As a passenger in a bus, I one day observed the following episode. 
Some 18-year-old, long haired boys entered the bus. They were quiet 
and polite, but nevertheless an elderly lady got hold of the sleeve of one 
of them saying: ““You are one of those where I cannot see if you are a 
boy or a girl! Are you a he or a she?” —The boy did not answer, be- 
cause he was more polite, decent and well-mannered than the elderly 
lady. What interest might that old woman have in knowing the sex of 
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that human being who crossed her path? That is the question. What 
interest have people generally in knowing the sex of the human beings 
around them? Is this not a private, intimate matter? 


It is curious to see how indignant some of the elderly people get at 
seeing some of these boys. Often they cannot control themselves. In a 
post office I saw a young man with long hair bring a parcel to the 
counter. An elderly man, who was also mailing some parcels, tried with 
all his might to insult him. The young man did not say a word. The 
elderly man cried that the young man ought to have all his hair cut off 
and his scalp painted with red lead so that everybody could ridicule him. 
What an idea in the brain of this surely otherwise good citizen! Some- 
times we have to ask with worry what sort of people are walking in 
our streets in their nice conventional clothes! What destructive 
thoughts do they harbor in their brains! 


In the newspapers the discussions are heated. We discuss equality 
between the sexes, but as soon as actual consequences of this discus- 
sion are showing, we are ready to cry at the top of our voice. Some 
women are leading the defence of the new movement and ask: Have 
we not succeeded more in our attacks on the man’s world, the master 
sex, when it is still disgraceful and degrading, yes, almost perverted, 
for a boy or a man to show himself wearing some of the feminine at- 
tributes, while we women quite naturally and tacitly accept a girl in 
men’s trousers, men’s shirt, men’s vest, etc. and with a boy’s hair cut? 
We call her brave and fresh, —a real tomboy, a bold boygirl, the par- 
ents say. But have we ever heard some parents who are proud of their 
“sweet girlboy” or their “nice little sissy?” 


In this way the discussion goes on——some are furious and say that a 
thrashing is the only thing that helps. Young men are dismissed and 
lose their jobs because they wear their hair long. The government has 
to discuss weather a young teacher—aspirant who is the best in his 
work, may take a post as a teacher at a public school, if he does not 
go to the barber shop and cut off his long hair. The health authorities 
have suddenly found that men with long hair cannot work in the food 
industry. The long hair can spoil and infect the products. What about 
the girls then? Shall they now cut off their hair and treat their scalp 
with a razor? The long hair is said to be dangerous for the boys them- 
selves when they work. They can be hurt at the machines, etc. What an 
excuse! What about girls—and what about equality between the sexes? 
Why not the same restrictions for women in industry? 
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In the family, fathers often forbid their sons wearing long hair. A 
boy solved the problem in a radical way. He cut his long hair, bor- 
rowed money from his mother and with her permission bought a girl’s 
wig, which he now puts on every night going to the club together with 
his girl friends. 


How to meet the phenomenon and the problems! 


The young men who participate in this movement are not transves- 
tites (at any rate not generally), but it is more probable that we may 
later on find more TVs among the men in this movement than in other 
groups of young men. The movement is a sort of victory for the femi- 
nism (which is not the same as femininity). The movement is destroy- 
ing old barriers. The old view on feminine and masculine attire is get- 
ting a deathblow. We have to look at and accept our friends as human 
beings, and not at once differentiate them into shes and hes. 


From an aesthetic point of view it has to be admitted that it is sel- 
dom a beautiful sight to see these long haired boys and young men. The 
mixture of feminine and masculine features seldom makes a good 
combination and often we see a coarse, vulgar, inharmonious indi- 
vidual. It is a pity for the movement. We are already able to distinguish 
between two types of long haired boys. The vulgar boys with long un- 
cared for hair and rather masculine clothes with sailor’s or cowboy’s 
trousers, and the nice boys with long well trimmed hair, either bobbed 
or curled and with permanent waves, dressed in smooth well-fitting 
clothes in a perhaps somewhat old-fashioned style, with trousers in 
the same cut and material as the girls’ slacks and with a little shoulder- 
bag. Hitherto it has been the somewhat masculine style within the 
girl’s fashions that has been adopted. But if the movement goes on we 
shall perhaps see that more feminine styles will be adopted also. First 
maybe, real stretch nylon slacks with straps under the feet and with a 
zip fastener at the side and later on the scotch kilt, followed up by long 
nylons and garterbelt. At this point it will not be long ’til the adoption 
of still more hitherto feminine clothes such as skirts, blouses, (cardi- 
gans we have adopted long ago), dresses and more dainty shoes. 


As the matter stands today, it is a little difficult to see that the boys 
just now want to express some inner feminine thought or urge. But a 
stil! dormant need for femme personation will to all appearance have 
good possibilities to develop and in time open their eyes for the femi- 
nine innerself, and they shall see that femininity and masculinity are 
two sides of the same thing, namely the complete human life. 
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POETRY x a) 


THINGS MY MOTHER NEVER TAUGHT ME | 


———— Sheila, 30-B-2 FPE 


All the other girls I study seem to know just what to do 
All their lives they’ve been absorbing everything their Mothers knew 


So I'll study to be like them, though it’s quite an uphill fight 
I’m a self-appointed daughter, and I’ve got to do this right! 


The high heels feel quite natural, I’m right at home in futs 

But why do my sheer stockings look like ’ve been picking burrs? 
Although I sit quite lady-like, or so it seems to me 
The pictures always look as if I lived up in a tree! 


Why can’t I wear red shoes with green? They look all right to me 

But then my room-mate up and says “Well, dig that Christmas Tree.” 
A floor-length dress for morning didn’t seem to make a hit 
She said “Not in this neighborhood; the cops will have a fit.” 


I’ve learned to light a cigarette, and not touch off my hair, 
(Dynel bums with a yellow flame, and quite fast, so take care.) 
But when I hold one in my mouth and use both hands to talk 
Even the other TV girls I know all seem to balk. 


Though I’ve spent hours reading Mademoiselle and Seventeen, 
My make-up still looks strong, even for a burlesque queen 
And memorizing pages out of Glamour, I enjoy — 

But it can’t erase my childhood, wasted looking like a boy! 


VICKI VISITS THE FAR EAST 


My wife and I were fortunate to meet with Cynthia, F-HK-C-1, 
our sister in Hong Kong, while on a recent trip to the Orient. After 
an initial meeting when Cynthia’s brother advised us on the best 
shopping (for wigs and dresses, of course!), we called a chapter meet- 
ing (a membership of one) for the next night. We were Cynthia’s 
guests for drinks at the Peninsula Hotel, a lovely old British estab- 
lishment, then steak dinner at a fine American style restaurant and 
finally to a night club with a female impersonator show at the 
Playgirl Den Bar in Kowloon. 


A good show with Australian impersonators —the costumes 
were fabulous and the girls really beautiful. After the floor show, the 
mistress of ceremonies was kind enough to join us at our table. 
Vicki asked for and was given a good source for made-to-order wigs. 
Two nights later Cynthia was our guest for the evening and again 
we wound up at the impersonator show! Cynthia was most kind to 
us and we found her to be a delightful person. She is isolated and has 
no opportunity to go to parties or even to dress a great deal. 


We enjoyed out stay in Hong Kong so very much because of Cyn- 
thia and we hope we will meet her again. On our last day she called 
for us at the hotel and took us sightseeing and then to the airport. 
We left feeling we had met another fine person who is a TV. 


Dress prices are unbelievable in Hong Kong — for the heavily 
beaded or sequined dresses, the prices are $65 - $75 U.S. for cocktail 
length $85 — $100 for the floor length dresses with the slit in the 
lower side or front. Sizes unfortunately end at size 14 (Vicki is 18 — 
well 20). We found that duty on these dresses runs 2712 % - 42% %, when 
over your $100 free allowance. Tailor made dresses for Vicki were 
$32.00 U.S. for a brocade and one of Chinese silk. 
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Wigs are also inexpensive. Vicki wanted a long blonde stretch wig 
and finally found one with 18 inch human hair at $34.00 U.S. which 
needless to say she bought. There must be a hundred wig shops with 
a wide choice in colors and styles, human hair and synthetic. Duty 
on these is only 912%. 


While in Singapore a British friend took us to an unbelievable 
place called Bogie Street where you sit and drink at tables out on the 
street. It is located in the poor part of Singapore and the female im- 
personators are the main attraction. They wander around soliciting 
business as prostitutes and begin to appear around midnight. We 
counted around fifteen different ones before the night was over; 
Europeans, Malays and Occidentals. All were beautifully dressed and 
made up —all very sexy. Vicki invited one to the table for a drink. 
Dressed in a slack suit with an outstanding job of eye makeup, she 
was a Thai and new in the area. She really was quite nice and refused 
our offer of a couple of dollars for her time. Her services (?) were 
priced at $8.00 U.S. Also available were “blue” movies, strip shows, 
stolen watches and the more common variety of prostitute. The 
evening ceased with a pending police raid. On some sort of a signal 
the girls all disappeared suddenly and dispersed into the surround- 
ing streets. We left before the police arrived. It was most interesting 
but one should be cautious about going there — using the safety in 
numbers protection and dress modestly. However, Vicki’s wife who 
was with us experienced no unpleasantness. 


On our way home we stopped in Honolulu to rest up overnight. 
We found an impersonator show in the Waikiki area. We did not 
get the name of the place but it is located in the same block as the 
Merry Monarch. The show was fair but the acts were pantomine 
to records. One strip act was excellent. We then were tipped off to a 
show at a night spot called the Glades on Hotel Street in downtown 
Honolulu. It is located in a rough area but inside it was quite nice. 
The stage was fixed up in a two tier style — somewhat like a small 
Follies Bergere. There were eight girls in the acts and all were really 
very good. One singer could make her way in New York City, she 
was so very good. Again Vicki invited a beautiful blonde to the table. 
She turned out to be very nice and friendly after she found out about 
Vicki. We found that she had met Virginia at a party in Los Angeles. 
She was unusual in that she had had breast implants — and they were 
indeed beautiful. Vicki was invited (somewhat to her consternation) 
to heft one breast to see how heavy the implant was — and it was! 
Please note that Vicki’s wife was also there. 
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Some of the customers at the Glades were dressed — most rather 
poorly — and were trying to pick up the available men. While it was 
clearly an HO night club the show was outstanding and worth seeing. 


If you go, take a cab both ways — Hotel Street is no place to wander 
around in at night. 


It was an interesting trip but good to be home. 


“It’s the sort of suit that really gets 
you ready for those dresses your wife 
wants you to wear at home in the evening.” 
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CASS GOES SHOPPING 


i: 30-11-2 FPE 


The rays of the morning sun rebounded into the avenues far below the 
concrete spires of New York City, piercing whispy layers of steam that 
hung a few inches above the pavement, heating sidewalks still wet from 
pre-dawn thundershowers. The seven o’clock weatherman had predicted 
temperatures in the high nineties for later in the day; and at eight-thirty, 
when Casper Winthrop Bellingham II drove away from his Westchester 
home, the humidity was becoming unbearable. Shopping or for that 
matter, Cass reasoned as he drove amid herds of commuters’ autos, 
merely being in the city on one of those typically hellish summer days 
was idiotic; but there were a few things that he really wanted to buy— 
sweet essentials, he called them, for extra special occasions. 


The heat struck like a mallet when he opened the door of the sleek 
Mark III Continental and stepped from air-conditioned luxury into 
the noise of the parking garage. The attractive attendant smiled an 
automatic greeting as she handed Cass a receipt: 


“How long will you be?” 

“Not very ...!” His very proper business attire was already beginning 
to cling, and he envied the uniformed girl’s bare legs and the skimpy 
mini-outfit with its short sleeves and low vee-neck. 

She gave him a quizzical look: “Two hours... ?” 


“Uh-huh!” 


Cass walked to the street and turned right following the same route 
he traveled with regularity on one Friday of every month since he had 
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obtained his driver’s license some five years earlier. He strolled through 
Rockefeller Center passing the sunken ice-rink—temporarily trans- 
formed into an alfresco restaurant resplendent with colorful umbrellas 
to delight the summer tourists—and on through the flower-bedecked mall 
to Fifth Avenue. He waited for the onrush of one-way traffic to stop, 
then crossed the street and entered Lornes. 


It was cooler inside. Cass blotted the perspiration from his brow and 
started toward the elevators, passing between ground floor displays 
calculated to bewitch all with their countless frivolities and feminine 
delights. There above the hosiery counters were the divine flesh- 
colored plastic legs he so envied for their perfect form, set high on 
sheets of glass illuminated from below to emphasize the magic sheer- 
ness of the delicate stockings they wore. He made a mental note to 
stop and buy a few pairs on the way out. His eyes moved to the jewelry 
counters which sparkled like newly-discovered caves of treasures from 
the Spanish Main, drawing him in some strange hypnotic impulse until 
close enough to be caught under the spell of the beckoning fingers 
of ring-laden hand-forms that grew like graceful Brancusi sculptures 
from rich black velvet cushions on the glass counter-top. He bought a 
dress ring and a string of amethyst-colored beads to break the spell. 


The fantastic world of Lornes did strange things to Cass. As he 
strolled the aisles he sometimes feared that his great secret would be 
discovered—that some moniscient, merely by glancing into his eyes, 
would be able to read his mind and know everything; see into his very 
soul to know the thoughts and fantasies that even he, who lived and 
dreamed them all the time, could not fully describe. Cass tore himself 
away from a display of silken kerchiefs from France, from Thailand and 
India, and sheer pastel squares from Japan, from the fine lace-edged 
linen handkerchiefs of Ireland and from a long row of umbrellas 
brightened with gay spring flowers. He passed a rack of belts in 
crushed leather and shiny patent that reflected the ceiling light—inten- 
tionally soft to enhance appearances. Such minds these tip-toeing 
decorators have, he thought, and yes, he really did need a golden chain- 
link belt to hang loosely about the groovy orchid velvet dress he 
bought last week. His mind wandered to the dress and how he loved 
its sweet mini-ness; his legs showing so long and shapely even if not 
exactly like those lovely forms. From somewhere in the store he felt 
the unmistakable watching of eyes—a scan or stare he could not tell. 
Ignoring it, he moved along toward the elevators which lay just beyond 
the cosmetic counters—a coalescence of a thousand scents. To Cass, 
the perfume department was a world unto itself—the same in any store— 
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enticing . . . inviting . . . a sweet-blossomed tropic jungle luring the 
unwary, the guileless ones into sweet expensive traps. His dressing- 
room fairly teemed with fancy shaped bottles containing ounce upon 
ounce of amber-gold liquids that ran like fluid love, exciting to the 
very core. He fought the urge to buy and held his breath as he hurried 
toward a high white globe inscribed “UP” and silently implored the 
doors below to open. 


He stepped inside to the operator’s nice: “Good morning.” 


The elevator soared upward and although he had only bought the 
ring and necklace—pure impulse buying—Cass felt he should end his 
shopping day and return home. He felt flushed and warm. At the fifth 
floor, the doors drew back slowly, tantalizingly as theater curtains do, 
to reveal in a growing panorama of indescribable beauty the heavenly 
world of the lingerie department—a veritable cloud of loveliness with 
sweet drifts; delicate interweavings of see-through pastels edged with 
laces of butterflies and flowers and dainty ribbon bows stitched by 
loving fingers to dear folds of ethereal tricot and silk, of satin and 
batiste and gathered into shimmering-cool loveliness by the tiniest 
strands of elastic that could send sweet electric pulses through fingers 
and set the skin of legs afire with its gentle upward caress. He wanted 
to be home . . . home in the soft, secret sanctuary of his bedroom .. . 
but to leave now, after coming this far, would be regrettable. He 
would just hate himself for the entire week-end knowing he had 
reached this enchanting world only to leave without a purchase—some 
whimsy . .. frippery . . . something small and inexpensive perhaps... 


The salesgirl’s glasses hung on a black glace cord which allowed them 
to swing a gentle arc just above her pert breasts. 


“Good morning. May I help you?” 

“Aah, slips. Size thirty-four.” 

“Yes. Something in the new shortie style—a chemise!” 

“Good... !” 

She turned to a cabinet and removed a lucite drawer so tightly 
packed that its contents foamed high above the brim and several dainty 


things fell partway to the floor before she snatched them from the air. 


52 


“Did you have any particular color in mind?” 

“Not really.” 

“Here’s a beautiful slip; pale apple-green—we seldom have green at 
all. Oh, all the usual colors and then these marvelous designs by Pucci 

..!” Her hands worked quickly as she drew slip after dreamy slip from 
the drawer, wafting it through the air by delicate shoulder straps to 
unfurl its exquisite charm fully, before floating it down to settle silently 
on the counter-top. 

Cass selected four. The one of green which the girl had touted, one 
flesh-toned for the super-nude look, a flowered treasure and a boldly 
patterned opaque. 

“Will there be something else?” 

“Oh yes... panties to go with each...” 

“Of course, bikinis?” 

“No. Briefs—size five.” 


“Of course...” 


The air in the store seemed to be growing warmer. Perhaps the air- 


conditioning system was breaking down or could it be . . . no, Cass 
knew it was not nerves; he had been this darling route before so many 
times and yet, today . . . it was much too . . . He watched as smooth 


tissue was neatly folded over the sweet new things before the brown 
cross-hatched box closed. The box always seemed to have the names 
of its contents scrawled across it in foot-high playbill fluorescence for 
all to see, but he knew that in reality it bore just the name of Lornes. 


“Most of these items are available in coordinated sets, you know. 
Could I show you a bra, foundation or something else today?” 


“No, not now thank you. I’m going straight back to Westchester to 
cool off .. . try to get comfortable—the heat is so oppressive.” 


“You're so lucky to be able to do that.” 


Cass was strangely jumpy but managed to pull himself together 
before stepping from the elevator on the ground floor. He turned down 
another aisle to avoid entrapment in the perfume department. The 
store, thought Cass, by golly was much warmer—or was it so dreadfully 
hot on the street. He hurried toward the hosiery department but 
stopped—another impulse—at the mens’ underwear counter and bought 
a half-dozen cotton undershirts and briefs. He sprung ten cents for a 
shopping bag from a chrome-piped dispensing machine—wondering 
if he was on Candid Camera—and dropped his growing pile of packages 
into it. He stopped at the hosiery counter, set up on a high stool and 
spun the wheel of a small carousel holding samples of his very favorite 
brand of stockings. He selected the shade best suited to his new velvet 
dress. 


“May I help you?” 


“Please .. . three pairs this shade . . . dove gray. Ten long, demi-toe 
if they come that way—not mesh!” 


“Vilscee.. . 


She turned away and ran her finger down a stack of crimson boxes, 
her long lacquered nail ratchetting to a halt half-way. 


“Here we are.” 
“And the same shade in a panty-hose—ten, medium-tall.” 


Cass waited while the sales-girl disappeared into a labyrinth of 
shelves that looked like a library with all volumes horizontal. He felt 
another warm flush and perspiration began to flow down his body, 
his clothes adhering to his clammy skin. He could barely wait to get 
home and, good grief, there was an hour’s drive ahead before he could 
bathe and... get... comfortable . . . 


“Here we are. How many in the panty-hose?” 


, 


“Just two...’ 


Cass signed the sales-slip and dropped the package on top of the 
others in his shopping bag just as a store detective—so readable with 
his out-of-place business suit and flat-footed walk—passed by, eyeing 
him from head to toe and up again. Cass thanked the salesgirl as he 
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slipped off the high stool ignoring the detective. He looked straight 
ahead as he left the store lest he be tempted once again. 


Outside, Manhattan was a veritable oven. The temperature was 
bound to top a hundred by mid-afternoon. The intense heat of the sun 
had dried the sidewalks, vaporizing the overnight rain and adding to 
the oppressive humidity which hung over the entire city. Cass began 
to perspire in earnest. Every stitch of stifling clothing clung to his 
clammy skin . . . rivulets trickled down his arms and legs . . . oh, 
to be home . . . back in Westchester .. . cool .. . relaxed .. . in some- 
thing light... comfortable . . . sit by the pool tonight perhaps... 


Thought of home comforts made Cass set aside his original shopping 
schedule. It was only eleven but he decided to forego the planned visit 
to his favorite shoe store—and his session with the dressmaker would 
have to wait. He made a mental note to call Miss Angela to apologize 
and explain as soon as he arrived home. His shoes were beginning to 
bother him as he walked to the parking garage. 


The dark green Lincoln rolled down the spiral ramp and the door 
opened as it came to a halt beside Cass. The attendant held the door 
wide—working for a tip—as Cass flopped in behind the wheel handing 
him the stub and a quarter. He felt like a wet sponge and, as he drove 


westward to the highway, the air-conditioner cooled the car . . . cooled 
Cass . . . cooled his saturated clothes to icy misery. He could hardly 
wait... 


Forty minutes later Cass swung the car off the narrow country lane 
between fieldstone gateposts and onto the long gravel driveway that 
ran between rows of tall poplars to his rambling house. He left the 
car at the foot of the glistening white marble steps and ran indoors. 
Home at last, Cass breathed deeply of the cool air, kicked off his 
shoes and dashed up the long curving stairway trailing the shopping 
bag. He was home at last .. . his bedroom . . . so sweet . . . so close to 
his dearest desire. He dropped the shopping bag onto the bed beside 
a sheer black ribbon-laced nightgown which still lay where he had 
tossed it on rising that morning. 


Cass peeled off the moisture-laden seersucker jacket and opened 
the buttons of his cuffs and the high stifling cotton collar which 
clung to his throat. Now . . . just a few seconds to heavenly comfort 
. .. Seconds away from sheer delight . . . fresh scented . . . fluid luxury. 
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Everything was moist and clinging-wet as it dropped to the floor. 
Soon the blouse with its mod Gibson Girl collar, the skirt, the nylon 
slip which had only added to his discomfort, the brassiere and the 
binding panty-girdle and the stockings which had clung to his legs in 
clammy tenacity throughout his entire shopping trip, all lay in a 
rumpled pile at his feet. 


As he stepped into a showering stream of refreshingly cool water, 
Cass breathed a sigh of relief and swore that he would never—at least 
not until Fall—go shopping again in that uncomfortable outfit! 

* * 


* 


“Tt’s all right with me if women stop 
wearing bras—but if they stop manufacturing 
them, what about us transvestites?” 


ie Nee ERS 


Dear Virginia, 


May I introduce myself by saying that I am a member of the British 
Beaumont Society, as from October 1969, and was appointed Chairman 
of the Representatives Committee last June. I am writing to you be- 
cause I was delighted to hear from Sylvia last week that you had re- 
printed my first contribution to the B. Bulletin-‘First Impressions’-in 
TVia. I have not yet seen that issue, but hope to shortly, and I feel 
greatly honored. 


I have been able to see a number of copies of your excellent maga- 
zine, and please do not blush if I congratulate you on the exceptional 
leadership you have given to the TV world and the clarity and origi- 
nality of your views. A particularly timely example is your long article 
on “Change of Sex or Gender” in the Dec. 1969 issue where you warn 
the high intensity transexual against the dangers of sex change surgery. 
In a world where money can buy almost anything, the increasing ease 
with which this mutilation can be obtained is frightening. Not that I 
do not sympathize with those that succumb. There are probably few of 
us who at some time, having found the pressures so unbearable, would 
not have trodden the irreversible track if circumstances had permitted 
it. I did indeed begin a letter to you on this subject some weeks ago 
but somehow it dried up. 


After over 50 years of secret FPia to suddenly enter the world of the 
Beaumont Society is an astounding experience. People of our age per- 
haps all reached early manhood believing ourselves to be unique and 
then through the modern press realized that this was not so. Neverthe- 
less the extent and variety of the problem is not brought home until one 
begins to meet other FPs face to face and see that there are those who’s 
pain is so great that one can, and does, weep for them. I have never felt 
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the urge to serve my fellow man so strongly as I have since I joined the 
Beaumont Society. Only through self understanding can we hope to 
gain that knowledge that will aid us in helping them, and so often we 
grope blindly in a subjective world without even being able to help our- 
selves. 


In the U.S.A. through your own energy and originality you seem to 
have stimulated others to think creatively, for I have seen articles in 
TVia that are both sensible and original. In England, although I have 
tried in the last few months to stimulate discussion and thought on the 
roots of our problems, I sometimes feel I am punching a wet blanket. 
I even tried to get something of my thought into the national press by a 
letter to the Sunday Times following an article they published on a ‘sex 
change’ case. Three weeks have passed and my letter has not appeared so 
I doubt now that it will, However Alga has promised to put it in the 
next Beaumont Bulletin for I hope it may help some of our members to 
see what is driving them. I enclose a copy with this letter; it does sum- 
marize as briefly as I can my own philosophy of TVism. 


Probably Alga or Sylvia will have written and told you of the London 
party we held last week at which approximately 50 people were present 
including 8 wives and representatives of important sociological organ- 
izations. It was a great success and a record meeting for this country. 
The problem of secure meeting places is however so difficult. Also I 
managed to arrange a few weeks ago a meeting in London of the Reps 
Committee at which we had a full turn out, Reps coming from all over 
Britain, including Scotland. It was the first time we had all gathered 
together and discussions went on for hours. We are suffering somewhat 
from indigestion at present as our membership has almost quadrupled 
in the last twelve months, largely due to your visit in 1969. It is such a 
problem to, give individual members the attention their problems 
deserve. I am sure we have much to learn from your experience in the 
U.S.A. and here, as always, Sylvia is a tower of strength. She is going 
to send me details of the F.P.E. and I hope to join if you will have me. 


Perhaps I should end with a few details of my personal history if they 
will not bore you. I am 55, a research physicist and electronic engineer, 
married with two children —a son of 21 and a daughter of 17. My 
father was also a TV, although I did not learn this until I was 30, so it 
could not have affected my development. As you know from my ac- 
count in ‘First Impressions’ the impulse to dress dates from my earliest 
memories but as an only child in a middle class family the opportunities 
were very few. I took every secret chance I could and also recall vague 
shameful/exciting memories such as being used as a model for a girls 


frock my aunt was making, and such remarks as “we really must dress 
Reg up in Maud’s clothes, he would make a wonderful girl.” On the 
other hand I was a very masculine and athletic boy and such interests as 
mountaineering and rock climbing have remained with me all my life. 
I first went out dressed as a girl when I was 21 and the experience of 
Roy/Wendy in that delightful TV novel ‘I Want What I Want’ describes 
my reactions exactly. I rushed in panic to the ladies restroom to hide and 
then later walked in ecstacy on high heels around the Oxford St. shops. 


For a number of reasons I did not dress again for several years, the 
war came and I moved away from home and had my freedom at last. 
Then, probably as a reaction against a disastrous love affair, the old 
desires came back in overwhelming strength. I gathered a small ward- 
robe, eliminated by beard, learned a womans voice, and obtained an 
expensive wig. I then found I could go almost anywhere, even in the 
company of acquaintances, without detection. For two years I spent 
almost all my spare time as a girl; shopping days, weekends at hotels 
and summer holidays. At times I had the usual tremendous emotional 
reactions against the hopelessness and unreality of it all; also I was in- 
effably lonely. As a woman I had no identity, no home, no job, no 
history and no background. I flickered like a shadow from place to 
place forming no stable friendships; an evening with one person now, 
another then — at most a few meetings and then they were gone. Any- 
thing more and they were bound to find out I was nobody. Mostly I 
wandered around alone. 


As the war ended I had vague thoughts of living permanently as a 
woman and even went to night school to learn typing, perhaps to be 
come a secretary. I suppose that had I in those days heard of sex change 
this was the period of my life when my compulsion would have driven 
me that way. Thirty is a dangerous age. Perhaps fortunately, again a fit 
of despair overcame me for my head told me that only as a man could I 
fit into the real world, no matter what my heart said. It was after this 
that I decided to give it up and in a few months I was married. My wife 
is a woman of strong moral fiber and astonishing efficiency in her own 
sphere; I am very fond of her. She is devoted to me and our marriage 
has provided the stability and anchor that has kept me on the rails. 
For over twenty years I scarcely ever dressed although the thoughts 
were always there; practical realization was replaced by repression re- 
lieved by periodic secret emotional storms at intervals of years and 
triggered by some chance event. One of these was the Roberta Cowell 
case in England, another the reading of the aforementioned novel — 
I.W.W.I.W. These penetrated deep down into my unconscious, for there 
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is nothing so cathartic as the dredging up of old memories. The latter 
instance was so intense that it has altered my whole mode of life and 
thought and resulted in a short monograph that no publisher will look 
at but which gave me great satisfaction to write. Although the word 
transvestism occurs nowhere in it my philosophy of transvestism is a 
kind of offcut from the mystical views expressed there. 


Since then I have no longer wished to repress any part of myself and 
the opportunity to dress again arose when two years ago I was living 
away from home in London for eight months due to my job. I took a 
small flat, collected a wardrobe, and took up where I had left off. I 
spent days of leave around the shops and art galleries; my evenings at 
theatres and concerts. Now was the delight greater than ever for I no 
longer had any kind of fetishistic interest in underwear or high heels. 
My only desire was to appear as natural as possible and gently and in- 
conspicuously melt into the world as a woman. When my family moved 
to London I had to give it up, but I kept my clothes and then discover- 
ed the Beaumont Society. After a great mental struggle I told my wife 
last Xmas. She was horrified and does not wish to know anything 
about it; I cannot blame her for she wishes to preserve the image of the 
husband she has always known. We never speak of it and things are 
more or less back to normal, but it does tremendously inhibit my acti- 
vities. She is a wise enough woman not to comment on my large amount 
of private mail or my occasional evenings absence. Perhaps things will 
change with time but I can only let them take their natural course. 


I have taken up a great deal of space in writing about myself but no 
doubt you are, as I am, interested in case histories. It is so difficult to 
get people, even TVs, to speak what they really feel. 


My I conclude by wishing you every success in the marvellous work 
you are doing. Someone was bound to arise to speak for us and it is 
fortunate to be someone as energetic and imaginative as yourself. If 
ever you come to England again I hope I may have the pleasure of 
meeting you. 


Very Sincerely, 
Margaret Elizabeth Williams 
London, England 


Dear Virginia, 


Yesterday I had a wonderful surprise! The long awaited envelope 
and inside I found the copy of TV-ia. I found it totally suited for my 
“taste” in an exclusive magazine, for those who practice and are 
“interested” in FPia. 


I found the magazine interesting, enthrallingly exciting, and 
piquant. Some of the material in it I found to be poignant and com- 
pletely beautiful. It is truly a “crusade” on your part to work toward 
gaining better understanding by the public. 


Recently, I read a moving story of a young FP; who was imprisoned 
and shorn of his own lovely long hair. The police were ‘brutal.’ The 
heart-rending climax came when he almost killed himself . . . in his 
flight after the police chased him for pulling off unpaid from a gas 
station. Had he had legal council, etc. this tragic story he related so 
marvelously, would have never been written. Had he had compassion 
and understanding, the whole situation would have been different. 


Having had an understanding of such problems of the FP, I can say 
that there is nothing that can change a “‘natural” FP. He can be deprived, 
denied, punished, imprisoned, etc. But in the mind and “soul,” he is 
still woman ‘at heart.” He dreams of the time when he can once more 
become femme again. It is a complete and total obsession from begin- 
ning to end. 


I would like to submit material in the near future and I hope it will 
be published. I would like to reach out and ‘touch’ my FP friends 
and delight them with some interesting, readable relaxing stories, 
poems, and articles. I so much enjoyed the funny cartoons which 
only a TV could appreciate, also the cute Inezquibs. The entire 
magazine is wonderful! I only regret that not having made acquain- 
tance with it long ago. It is nicely composed and well written. You 
are doing a terrific job as Editor. 


Maybe someday I can meet all of you sweet people on the TVia 
staff. Someday I hope to be completely free and continue to enjoy 
my obsession along with an understanding wife. I also wish to con- 
tact some attractive FP friends through TV-ia. Many best wishes 
and regards for continued success. 


Motte 
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Dear Virginia, 


While the concept of being a whole or complete human being 
through femmiphilia is not new to me, it could not be otherwise due 
to the way I was introduced into the FP way of life. It has taken many 
years to find others who share the same opinions and a medium 
through which I can express mine. 


I have particularly noticed a saying at the bottom of each inside 
covers of TVia “Make the two into one, make the male and the female 
into a single one, then shall ye enter the kingdom.” While this has a 
definite meaning for all FP’s I think it also adds a lot to the concept 
of being a “whole” person when we recall that Jesus also said “Come 
unto me and I will make ye whole.” 


Perhaps by projecting the image of the female through the mind and 
body of the male we are allowed to enter the kingdom, present our- 
selves to Him and be made whole. 


While I am not a particularly religious person, this concept is not 
hard to believe since it does seem that we enter into another form of ex- 
istence or another world so to speak. To me, although it may not be the 
‘kingdom’ as described in the bible, it is a world of love and beauty, a 
world of tenderness and compassion, of peace and serenity. It is a world 
in which there is no room for hate or prejudice, violence or aggression, 
tension or anxiety, a world that I occasionally visit to rest and gather 
strength to once again return to the battle for existance in the world of 
men. 


Yes, the world of the FP is a good and beautiful world but it is also a 
very lonely world when you have no one to share it with. Since my 
discovery of TVia a short time ago I now have the feeling that the lone- 
liness is near the end of its course. 


I do now have the means of expressing my views and sharing my 
opinions with others. 


I hope that someday, through our combined efforts, we shall be able 
to overcome ignorance and prejudice and be able to take our rightful 


place in the world of “normal?” men. 


Sincerely, 
Joanne 37-K-1 FPE 
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Dear Virginia, 


I would like to express my views of articles, material, and the general 
contents of TRANSVESTIA. I don’t believe in snap judgements, but 
I am a confirmed believer in first impressions. Since I have only been 
acquainted with you and the organization for a few months, I consider 
myself qualified to express an unbiased impression of TRANSVESTIA 
being seen for the first time. I will also add the first impression of my 
G.G. friend. As you know, it would be impossible for me to mention all 
my sisters who have thoughtfully contributed to TRANSVESTIA, and 
to attempt to mention all of the various articles, so I’m going to choose 
some at random. 


I found TRANSVESTIA, from the very first copy I received, to be 
quite informative for both the senior FP as well as the new girl reading 
it for the first time. Such articles as “Measure Right to Look Your Best” 
contributed by Ann 10-M-2 (TVia No. 61) are of such importance. Ann 
could have used the same space and have really said nothing, but in- 
stead, she provided valuable information on a subject that she was not 
only familiar with, but evidently did some research on. It is a contri- 
bution one FP is making for the benefit of all. This is the impression 
that I received. 


Fiction stories are very entertaining, and provide a chance for the 
FP to leave reality behind for a short time, which should be done by 
more people. It also offers the FP the opportunity to entertain her 
friends and possibly express some inner feelings in her story. 


“A Doctors Views on Transvestism” (No. 61) is another article that 
contributes so much. These articles, for one example, help the FP ex- 
plain to her GG. I know from personal experience that my GG friend 
found most of the stories and photos confusing the first time she read 
TRANSVESTIA. Now she recalls that the articles such as the one by 
the good doctor help so much in her understanding and accepting 
Femmiphilia. She also mentioned many of the personal articles of 
Virginia’s. Remember that it is difficult for a GG to understand the 
feelings an FP has for nylon hose, high heels and etc. 
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The merchandise section of Transvestia is another excellent addition. 
It offers intimate apparel that some FP’s might otherwise find diffi- 
culty in obtaining. My first impression was also, why is it so limited. 
I would be nice if some of the girls who are either full time, or at least 
have no worries of discussing Transvestism openly, could arrange for 
some business’s who could supply by mail to FP’s. They would prob- 
ably jump at the chance to increase their profits, and this would make 
it possible for FP’s in all cities to purchase clothes, jewelry, cosmetics 
and etc. 


I would like to make some personal comments which may be the type 
of thing that you are looking for. I feel that a follow up to the leading 
lady stories should be made by the girls. This brief history should in- 
clude things like her likes and dislikes in such things as, food, hobbies, 
sports, indoor and outdoor activites and etc. I think this is important 
because it offers each FP the opportunity of finding another with 
mutual interests. After all, we are all bound together by the fact that 
we are all FP’s, but this doesn’t mean that we can’t form other little 
groups of girls one age that would enjoy getting together for a weekend 
of bridge. A girl who has no interest in cards for example, could find 
something else such as a sewing group, rather than being bored at a 
card game. I’m not attempting to suggest an idea that would leave any- 
one out, there will always be get togethers for everyone, but this is just 
something additional. 


Another example would be girls who reflect their feelings on being 
accepted in the outside world. I would enjoy arranging for any inter- 
ested girls in the states close to Oklahoma, to come to my place for an 
evening or two out. WE could go to a show, club, dancing, just about 
anything. This would not interest any of the girls who doubt about 
getting out. I don’t advocate going out and possibly getting into trouble 
with our blind society, but I so want the freedom of coming and going 
as I please. I feel that this would be entertaining and educational for 
girls in a group who feel and have confidence in their acceptability to 
the outside world. A much less drastic example, would be my visiting 
one of the girls, and finding that she enjoys sewing, she is 55 years of age 
and enjoys a quiet evening at home, which is fine, for this is what she 
enjoys. However, I’m 26 years old, and enjoy dancing the frug, listen- 
ing to Elvis on the stereo, mod clothes and going to football games. See 
my point? 


Well, I have rattled on much too long. I do hope you will find my 
letter interesting. As a new member, I’m not trying to change all of the 
wonderful things that you, Fran, Mary and the others have accom- 
plished. I’m simply presenting ideas that I feel are necessary for the 
future success of TRANSVESTIA. If you print this, possibly it will 
stir some of the other gals to comments on my thoughts and supply some 
of their own. To close I will give my personal history of interests as I 
suggested all the girls should do. 


My name is Page Drew, I’m 26 years of age. My brother has been in 
the Marine Corps as an officer with an honorable discharge for a bad 
leg. I have a GG friend of over one year who knows and understands my 
situation. She accepts me, and is completely secure with this informa- 
tion. I have an average income. I am in a position at the present time 
which does not allow me to dress full time. I have a good knowledge of 
football and enjoy watching it very much. I suppose this interest came 
from my brother, who loves it. I don’t believe in getting drunk, al- 
though I don’t condemn those who do. I enjoy bourbon and water, beer, 
vodka and most all mixed drinks. I love to water ski, and would love to 
try snow skiing some time. I like playing bridge, going to a club dancing, 
wearing mod clothes, listening to Elvis, watching movies with Steve 
McQueen and Claudia Cardinale, and buying feminine articles. Wear- 
ing modern fashions and make-up styles thrill me, but I still remain 
fairly conservative, not too far out! I don’t wish to act in a manner that 
would bring trouble to my sisters or any FP’s, but I am willing to fight 
publicly if necessary for our rights or for one of the girls who might need 
assistance. I have no interests in sewing, so I don’t make any of my own 
clothes. I am an FP, and nothing else, I have no interest in a sex change. 
I am still considering electrolysis, and possibly my own breasts some 
day. I live in an apartment complex that offers no security, but I will be 
moving to a house in a quiet area in the next month or so. I have no 
mail security problems. I desire very strongly to be able to come and go 
as I please in the outside world. If I find that I’m not acceptable, then I 
will continue to do whatever I can to help arrange get togethers with 
other FP’s. My GG tells me that I am acceptable, and with a little more 
work on Page, she will have no problems. I am very interested in con- 
tact with other FP’s, as I have been alone for 26 years and I’m ready to 
make some lifetime friendships. As for the appearance of Page, she is 
5’6”, 150 Ibs. and on a diet, med. complexion, with a presently 39-30-41 
frame. 


Sincerely, 
Page 36-S-1 FPE 
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Dear Virginia, 


I have looked high and low for the credit slip which I received but 
can’t find. I am sending $4.00 to keep the record straight. My filing 
system consists of depositing bills, notes, letters, etc. in books and shoe 
boxes. Its a good system except where there are hundreds of books 
around. Looked for Jam credit slip in three or four hundred and gave 
up. I did find some NRA folders and some war ration stamps. Also my 
super secret Orphan Annie decoder and my Tom Mix whistling ring. 
Very good things to have you know. 


12-6-7-7-X 2P7OTOU32 


If you had an Orphan Annie decoder you would know the above is 
Merry Christmas. 


Excuse me now, the men in the white coats have arrived so I have to 
go. By for now. 


Ed. Note: I gota chuckle out of this one and pass it on for a gentle laugh. 
Cheryl 13-S-7 FPE 


Dear Friends, 


I’ve been involved in FPia since my earluest memories — 4 or 5 years 
old. My sister, several years older than I shared a bedroom with me, and 
Publications in its approach to the subject of femmephillia. It is cer- 
tainly a more wholesome approach than most publishers take. 


I’ve been involved in TV since my earliest memories — 4 or 5 years old. 
My sister, several years older than I shared a bedroom with me, and 
her clothes provided my introduction to this aspect of my life. I can 
never remember anyone dressing me as a girl, but rather I began using 
her things spontaneously and clandestinely. It lasted a short time, may- 
be less than a year, then I dropped the practice for several years until 
my 11th or 12th year. My sister’s wardrobe again provided my oppor- 
tunities, this time the articles fitting me rather well. I also began to 
learn the principles of using makeup; and, with the use of a scarf, I 
could create a nearly passable image. Oh if I could have known then 
what I know now. With no beard to worry about and modern aids such 
as a wig, I could have passed in broad daylight; for I still had a slight, 
even feminine build. 
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All this time, I also had the parallel growth of normal male interests. 
I built flying model airplanes, I learned to become a reasonably good 
marksman under the loving tutorship of my father, and I learned to be- 
come a very proficient camper, who had cultivated the art of survival. 
I also advanced thru the rank of second class in the Boy Scouts, my 
sporadic activity in the troop preventing me from going any higher. 
By age 13 I had taken a job, for a couple hours a night, washing dishes 
for a small cafe. 


My sister moved out; my father took a new wife, and my stepmother 
was close enough to my size to unknowingly keep me in clothes until 
age 16. 


It was at this time that I elected to take an optional Phys. Ed. course 
in weight training which filled out my 125 Ib. skin-and-bone body to a 
firm mightweight 145. After that I could only wear the knitted garments 
in my mother’s wardrobe. 


During my Junior year I purchased my first car, and the necessity 
for repairs begat a passion for machinery that has only grown from 
that time onward. Now, I am operating a side business in auto repair 
and have studied and worked extensively in racing applications. 


I spent one year in college before the Selective Service drew my 
number. During this time I allowed myself the luxury of carelessness, 
which brought to my parents’ attention some self-photos of me while 
“dressed.” Fortunately, they just treated it as a one-time experiment, 
and let it be dropped. 


Armed forces service naturally drove my femme-self underground — 
except during leaves. At times this began a definite strain as I had long 
been used to “going out” dressed. 


I was 14 the first time. The folks had left for the evening and I could 
count on freedom until 11 p.m. or so. I dressed, found a scarf and made 
my way cautiously out the side door. Old trees heavy with foliage, re- 
stricted illumination to the street corners, so that even when an auto 
passed me, as I walked to the end of the block and back, I wasn’t re- 
garded with undue notice. Opportunities in later months took me two 
and three blocks away from home. But this was the farthest I went for 
we moved into a busier neighborhood a year later. Nevertheless the 
joy was indescribable, strolling in the evening with my feet on heels and 
my body gently confined by my feminine garments. Feeling as a woman 
was to feel beautiful, something I couldn’t find as a male, but needed 
nonetheless. 
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It was also about this time that I discovered that the “shrinks” had 
a term for my phenomena, and thus I began my research into the nature 
of it. It was most comforting indeed, to find many opinions reinforc- 
ing my hope that J really wasn’t going to turn “gay” someday in the 
future. 


By then, the regimentalists at school had begun to assault my in- 
dividuality. Their line “everyone must cooperate to build a better 
society” rubbed me wrong, when I was feeling more like doing my own 
part independently; so I began to see, as I advanced in my secondary 
education that a beard could serve as a mark of my individualism. 
Alas! The rules of schools and employers kept me from testing my 
inclination, and much to my dismay the beard was adopted as the 
symbol of the radical element. So, I did without and continued dres- 
sing until the draft came after me. 


I beat the draft, but only by enlisting in a safer branch a few days 
ahead of my induction date. So the rest of the world caught up and 
passed me, while I lingered in the Armed Forces. And as my restless- 
ness grew, reading about FP acted as a substitute for the act, as I had 
to research further and further for new material, I finally learned of 
TVia. I was so impressed that, when I was allowed to live off base, 
where my mail would not be monitored by the military, my femme-self 
reached out to contact others like myself. And I acquired my very own 
wardrobe — from the skin out. But when I was finally discharged — with 
4 years Honorable service — I found that the basic me cried for expres- 
sion more demanding than FP. 


I often wonder how others in FP society have coped with the in- 
creasing popularity of masculine facial hair. Have their sideburns 
grown to keep the modern image? Do some yearn for a mustache? Or 
do all play the “straight” role — clean shaven — that is necessary to 
“pass,” even though other reasons prevent it. 


My dressing activity still remains severely limited; but I still enjoy 
occasional compromise measures such as wearing a skirt at home in- 
stead of pants with opaque stockings to cover my hirsute legs and 
feminine sandals. But the satisfactions in my daily life having provided 
enough compensation for this limitation — at least so far. Nevertheless, 
my mind remains interested and my heart in sympathy with my “sisters,” 
that my desire for maintaining contact with their world has not de- 
serted me. And their feminine world will remain a part of my soul and 
must be expressed. 

Sincerely, 
Dee Elaine — Calif. 
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Ann Mailo 10-M-2 FPE — ee Ste 


WHY IS A DRESS? by Elizabeth Hawes, The Viking Press, New 
York, 1942, 185 pages. 


This is “belated” because the book was published in 1942 and this 
review comes only 27 years late! If you will bear with me, though, I will 
tell you a bit about the book and why I feel it is worth reading by every 
TV sister. Many of the large libraries will have it, though they may have 
relegated it to the sub-basement due to its age! If your public library 
does not have this book, I’m sure you can borrow it under the Inter- 
library Loan plan from a library that does, so that you can read it. 


The book is basically written as a career guide for the young girl or 
boy who wants to become a dress designer. Since it was written in 1941, 
right at the time when WWII was affecting fashion and the manufac- 
ture of clothing, a lot of it will sound like history. For example, 
throughout the book the prices quoted reflect 1941 prices, so you will 
have to mentally multiply these by four or so to approximate today’s 
prices. But just overlook these minor bothers and concentrate on Chap- 
ter 4—Why Wear Clothes? or Chapter 10—What is a Beautiful Dress? 
or Chapter 14, which contains a superb bibliography. 


The author, about whom I’ve been able to find little biographic ma- 
terial, is obviously highly intelligent, and displays a keen sense of humor 
as well as a thorough insight into all the behind-the-scenes matters 
that go into producing a finished dress for the American woman to 
wear. (Ed. note: The author is best known for her other book “Fashion 
is Spinach.” She is an active dress designer in N.Y. and last year 
showed the first skirts for men in her collection.) The book is well- 
written, and Miss Hawes tells it like it is throughout. There are also 
plenty of excellent little tips for TV’s. 
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Chapter 4 arrives at the conclusion that the reasons women wear 
clothes are 1. decoration, 2. protection, and 3. modesty; and that these 
are done for sexual, economic and snob motives. All of the reasons 
and motives are intermixed and rarely will you find a woman who 
dresses for a single reason or has a single motivation. 


I guess the understatement of the entire book is on page 118: ““We 
are just now in a period when the breast is receiving a good deal of at- 
tention.” Did she foresee Jayne Mansfield, June Wilkinson, Carol 
Doda, or that gal who recently paraded up and down Wall Street during 
the noon hour!!! 


Altogether a fascinating, witty, and highly readable book—recom- 
mended without qualification to all of you, and to the GG’s among us. 


Qs 
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y =| IF YOUR BOYSELF WEARS GLASSES 
U =~ YOUR GIRLSELF NEEDS THEM TOO. 


GIVE HER THE CONSIDERATION A LADY DESERVES 
GET HER A PAIR OF BEAUTIFUL FEMININE GLASSES 


We offer complete optical service 
at reasonable prices. Over 300 styles. 


CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT 


ASK FOR ELLIOTT AND SAY THAT YOU ARE A 
FRIEND OF VIRGINIA, 


We have private fitting rooms and are understanding 
of the needs of TVs. No embarrassment or complications. 


D.N. Morley — Regal Opticians 
2026 West 6th St. 
HUbbard 33950 
Los Angeles 


Courtesy Parking 4 doors east at Union Service Station on 6th St. 


70 


———— 


s 
SS 


545 eee: 
were 


“But I thought they took you It’s our wives, Bill, they want to 
off the hormone project, Ed.” know what time we get off work, they 


want to take us to the fights tonight. 


I hope you like your Christmas presents 
Fred, dear. 
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AGENT 661 continued from page 23 


Gloria looked at him innocently for a moment. Then looked down 
and said, “You’ll think me terribly forward—but I wanted to be no- 
ticed.” 


“You've certainly gained that. But what for?” 


Gloria looked sidewise at him, trying to look seductive. “I—I want 
to go to Berlin—to the “Musical Cat.” Everyone says that is the tops, 
and you get to meet so many interesting people there—not all these 
gawking tourists, but real interesting people.” She batted an eyelash 
at him suggestively. 


“Go back to bed, now child. We’ll talk again tomorrow. Here,” and 
he extended two white pills across to her, “take these and you'll sleep 
well. Take her to her room, he ordered another man who had entered 
the room on signal. “And try not to violate her.” The guard shrugged 
impassively and went out followed by the young Gloria who managed 
a rather lewd wink at the manager before she got through the door. 


The manager looked to the other man. “Well?” The other man 
shrugged casually; he had already dismissed the incident with the 
casual, sometimes blind arrogance of the professional who is just a 
shade too good. 


“She’s your problem—and she may become a bigger one if you let 
her stay around. She’s thick-headed enough, but she may remember all 
the elaborate guarding and wonder why. We have enough risk without 
some vacant-headed young woman starting all kinds of questions.” He 
noisily spilled some of his cognac. 


The manager had begun wringing his hands nervously. “Yes, I 
suppose you’re right. You don’t think we ought to use scopolamine 
on her? Just in case?” 


The other man snorted derision at this suggestion. “Not unless 
you’re looking for a sound track for some of those “art” films you de- 
light in. No, I’'d say the best thing to do is get rid of her.” At the oth- 
er’s quick look of dismay, he added, “No, not that. There would be too 
many many questions. I'd say marry her—hah,” at the look of con- 
sternation on the other’s face, “Or—you know she gave you the answer 
already—send her to Berlin. To Der Musischer Katzen. Let them worry 
about her—though I'll guarantee that she won’t cause much trouble. 
Not with Herr Zimmer and his fat wife on hand.” He shook his head at 
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some private vision about Herr and Frau Zimmer. “So. Now let’s get 
back to business.” The two conspirators talked on in low, even tones 
for a short time, then the Manager escorted the other to a side door 
and came back up to inquire of the guard who had taken Gloria to the 
Girls’ Section. “Did she take her tablets?” 


The guard nodded. “I stand and watch—the whole time.” “Good!” 
He dismissed the guard who went back to a chair opposite the door. 


Gloria had slipped the tablets under her tongue and once the door 
was closed had, slipped them out and lay in the darkness, alert to every 
sound. At length, the pale rays of the sun began to lighten the room and 
Gloria let herself slip into a light stumber. 


When she awoke, it was past mid-morning—the normal time of 
arising for these girls. In the early morning chatter as the others got 
dressed and showered, Gloria motioned to Sheila as she walked by. 
“Sit down.” 


“‘Whatever’s the matter, old girl. You look as if you’ve been through 
the mill. Twice. What a nasty bruise,” she exclaimed as she caught 
sight of the handprint on Gloria’s smooth white shoulder. 


Gloria nodded miserably. “I—I went out in the hall last night, I 
couldn’t sleep, you know, I was thinking about how I could get to 
Berlin and I got so excited and worried that I couldn’t sleep—and this 
man grabbed me—and he tore my clothes—and then these other men 
came and—” her voice sank to a whisper “—I think they killed him. 
And there was this Italian fellow, and I don’t know. Now they'll be 
so mad at me that Ill never get to do what I want.” And with this, 
Gloria rolled back over and buried her face in the pillow. 


“That’s all right, honey,” said Sheila. “It really is that big with you, 
huh?” The back of the head that showed nodded vigorously. “Well, 
don’t worry. Everything will be all right,” said Sheila, adding to her- 
self. You poor blind kid! That’s the last place you’d want to go—if 
you knew. If you only knew! and she shook her head while she mas- 
saged the back of the mournful girl. 


Somewhat later in the morning, Sheila repeated what she had heard 
from Gloria to the manager. “So. Well, then, she goes to Berlin. You 
heard what happened?” Sheila nodded. “Send her to see me.” 
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A few minutes later, Gloria knocked timidly at the door and entered. 
The manager smiled at the deliberately chosen angora sweater that re- 
vealed everything, the extremely tight skirt, but the absolutely terrified 
attitude of the girl. “So, my little rabbit. Do not be afraid. That man is 
gone—for good. Now how can we apologize to you. Not that you 
weren’t a naughty girl—” He admonished her with upraised finger. 
“But perhaps you didn’t understand the situation. Now I have some 
good news for you.” He smiled inwardly at her instantly brightened 
countenance. “Just this morning I received a call from Berlin. They 
need another girl there. So, run back to your room, my little pigeon, 
and pack—for you’re on your way at last.” He smiled very gently at 
her. Gloria seemed overjoyed for she jumped up and pressing herself 
very tightly against him, kissed him soundly, then ran excitedly from 
the room. The poor fool! he thought as he finished the list of records 
that would be carried across the border from France to Germany. They 
had never had trouble with the authorities before on this trip—he ex- 
pected none now. 


There wasn’t any either. Gloria was momentarily annoyed to find 
she was not traveling alone, but kept up an appearance of the highest 
spirits as she traveled with another of the anonymous looking dark 
men who frequented “La Discotheque.” Besides, she had been unin- 
tentionally given a glimpse of the all-important third leg of the trip. 
Once she had puzzled out the structure of the terminal end, the whole 
operation was open. She lapsed into silence after her initial tries to 
flirt with her companion and guard failed. 


“Der Musischen Katzen”—the Musical cats—was styled somewhat 
the same as the other two places with a few peculiarly German accents 
—the German appetite for beer had to be appeased as well as the desire 
for dancing, and Gloria found that some of the girls were waitresses as 
well as “disk-girls.” Also, as was typical of many of the German night- 
clubs, there was a telephone on each table that through a central switch- 
board could be used to reach another table. All else was basically the 
same. Except Frau Zimmer. 


Before she had been there for an hour, Gloria was told that Frau 
Zimmer was Elsa Koch’s older, meaner sister, had found that all the 
girls were virtual captives there, being allowed outside only with Frau 
Zimmer. “And once in a while,” a grave-eyed young miss told her, 
“she even comes here and takes one of us with her—to her room—and 
and—” The look of disgust on her face spoke volumes. Gloria patted 
her on the shoulder. “Thanks for the warning. I'll do my best to stay 
clear of her.” 
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For the next week or so, Gloria was trained in the new routines, 
which included learning enough German to wait on tables. Frau Zim- 
mer marveled at her progress, while Gloria inwardly cursed hoping not to 
let her knowledge of the language show through the repeated, deliberate 
mispronunciations. Somehow, she managed. 


During one afternoon session, when Gloria was in the cage by her- 
self, she scanned quickly the dust cover of the album she was playing— 
the same that she had seen in “La Discotheque.” She could puzzle noth- 
ing out of it, but with as much detail as she could manage, fixed the 
scene on the front in her mind. That same afternoon, she saw her con- 
tact for the first time, appear briefly then depart without more than a 
swift look at her. He appeared twice more during the next few days, 
once with a group of noisy friends, the second time alone when Gloria 
was waiting on tables. As she bent over him ostensibly to take his order, 
she allowed him to look deeply down the neckline of her peasant 
blouse. She remained bent over as she took the order, flashing the 
finger signs “Have info. Must consult.” The other person, his atten- 
tion seemingly riveted on a point near her navel casually made the 
“Wilco. Tomorrow” sign. Frau Zimmer and her mate had watched 
part of this interchange by means of a well-hidden network of cameras 
and microphones, but Frau Zimmer had turned away in a show of 
disgust at the prolonged display of the charms of her newest charge and 
both had missed the exchange of signals. For the remainder of the 
evening, Frau Zimmer followed, remotely the actions of Gloria, who 
it seemed had decided a course of open flirtation was part of the job. 
At least so it seemed from the numbers of necks hugged, laps sat upon 
cheeks—and lips kissed by the bountiful young miss. She received an 
immense amount of tips that evening from the normally frugal Germans 
as well as several proposals and offers, some of them quite indecent. 
Twice she slapped faces whose owners were possessed of octopoid 
hands. All in all she was an immense hit—which several others were 
quick to notice and three girls each made vows about their own modes 
of conduct in the future. 


The following evening was a near baccanalia as each one of the 
waitresses copied Gloria’s actions of the night before with varying de- 
grees of success. Gloria, because of her one night advantage had the 
edge on the others, but it was a close thing and there became a definite 
spirit of competition that was obvious to the more observant of the 
customers. Late in the evening, a tall, dark man with a certain military 
bearing and a pronounced British look to him, came in and was 
seated. He noted with interest the carnival atmosphere and again let 
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his attention be diverted by the physical charms of the bountiful 
Gloria. As she bent over him, she said. “Under my skirt. When I come 
back,” and was gone, returning with a stein a few minutes later. “Hurry 
—paper—all info—bye” and then she stood with a great show of anger. 
“You stuffed shirt,” she cried. “Take that, you roving-fingered mon- 
ster,” and she dealt him a slap to the side of the head. He scambled erect, 
struggling to regain a semblance of dignity and outrage. He flung down 
a one-pound note and stalked away angrily. Gloria tucked the one-pound 
note in the V of the blouse, picked up the untasted beer and walked on. 
She sold it before she got back to the bar. 


Meanwhile Frau Zimmer was pummeling her husband awake. She 
was very excited. “Did you see that? Did you see that? She passed him 
a note—it was under her skirt and he put his hand under and took it 
away—then she chased him out for attacking her. But wait—there’s 
something familiar about him—” she cuffed Herr Zimmer furiously. 
“You stupid clod. I need you to help me to remember who a man is and 
you sleep.” 


“Who?” was his drowsy answer to her attack. That tall Britisher 
that was here last night and again tonight he came in and out kleine 
Gloria passed him a note—” “Britisher—Britisher?” mumbled Herr 
Zimmer, then he sat bolt upright. Wide awake now, he went over to a 
large safe, and opening it took out a very large volume of papers. He 
paged through it intently for a minute, then said softly, “Evechen— 
come here. This—this is the man, ja?” Frau Zimmer looked at it in- 
tently, studying it from several angles. “Ja,” she said huskily. “Ja. 
Now what do we do?” 


Herr Zimmer looked at her. “I think we’d best plan on a visit from 
our British intelligence friend—-probably tonight.” “And the girl?” 
“Probably just a contact—thank heaven the British don’t use female 
agents!” Frau Zimmer sniffed. “I think she must be a part of their 
plans however. And of course,” a gleam had emerged from her pig-like 
eyes, “that’s going to help us. The British, with their so-gallant attitude 
toward their women—lucky for us that we don’t share such a weak atti- 
tude, eh, Fritzi.” Out of long habit, he agreed with her. 


The ‘Cat’ closed in another hour and a half and there was much ban- 
ter among the girls about their financial—-and social—successes of the 
evening. Eventually everything calmed down and all was silent as the 
curfew imposed by rule of Frau Zimmer left them plunged in darkness. 
About twenty minutes went by and an occasional snore had begun 
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rising from the beds scattered around in the large dormitory-like 
room. Suddenly the door opened and there were several audible gasps 
from different parts of the room. It was Frau Zimmer! She was 
dressed in an ensemble that on her paunchy body was simply obscene. 
Dressed in satin bra and briefs, her ponderous body was exposed 
through the opening of the satin negligee she wore—of the same sick- 
ening orange color as the undergarments. She reeked of perfume. Gloria 
lay still—not moving a muscle. She was sure who the old woman had 
come for—she lay not moving, but thinking furiously. She had planned 
what to do, but there was so little available in the way of a weapon. As 
a last resort, Gloria had taken to wearing the corselet at night, thus in- 
suring her of the defense of the carefully-sharpened stay. After an 
eternity, Gloria’s exposed shoulder was shaken firmly, but gently by 
the cold, moist palm of the old woman. “Shh,” she was admonished 
and Frau Zimmer caught the fingers of her left hand in a grip that very 
nearly was painful and led her out of the darkened room. In the hall- 
way, with the door safely shut, Gloria struggled for a moment to get 
into a robe, exclaiming in a furious whisper,“you’re hurting my 
arm!” Frau Zimmer, leaned toward her. “Sorry, Liebchen. Just for a 
minute, it is necessary. But be a sensible girl and Eva will take care of 
you.” The last words were practically drooled. Gloria couldn’t conceal 
the look of distaste, and Frau Zimmer’s little eyes became very hard. 
“Well, then, that makes it much easier,” and with a brutal twist, she 
wrenched Gloria’s arm behind her back and kept a steady pressure 
on it as they marched down the hall. Although Gloria’s first impulse 
had been to kick her way out of the grip, she didn’t know exactly what 
the old sow wanted. A quick look told her once they were inside the 
room that was their destination. Herr Zimmer was checking the mech- 
anism of a very ugly machine-pistol, while on a table rested an equally- 
efficient looking Luger, which Frau Zimmer steered her prisoner away 
from until her own fat hand clasped the butt of the pistol in a loving 
caress. “And now, Puppchen—little doll, we await your boyfriend.” 


Gloria nearly groaned aloud. The plan was exposed. And she had let 
slip the only chance to get clear—and warn her fellow agent. Well, there 
was only one chance now—the one motion left—the sacrifice of her- 
self at the proper moment to inform her colleague of the trap set for 
him. But even this was to be denied her, for Frau Zimmer rather awk- 
wardly plastered a huge piece of sticking plaster across her lips then sat 
down with the muffled girl in her immense lap, keeping such an unre- 
lenting pressure on the captive arm that Gloria thought she was going 
to faint. Perhaps she did a time or two. As the minutes ticked by slowly 
in the darkened room, Gloria had time to reflect. Except for this 
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cursed bit of stupidity, this had been the most fun of all the operations. 
The Chief would have to be asked if Gloria couldn’t be used again be- 
fore the SMO took her away. Only now it was too late! Suddenly, 
Gloria’s mind was alert again. It was a point of pride that she allowed 
no physical tension to betray her alertness. Nevertheless, the evil old 
woman sensed something as well and tightened her grip yet again. 
“Hss’t,” she warned Herr Zimmer, whose regular breathing scarce 
changed tone as he rolled around to bear his attention on a tiny scratch- 
ing sound at the window. There was the faintest of cracking noises 
and a sibilance of fabric against wood. Frau Zimmer had silently 
stood erect and was holding her captive at a short distance from her- 
self, her attention riveted on the imperceptible glow that seeped through 
the opened window. 


Suddenly, there was a blaze of light as Herr Zimmer threw the switch 
and the sounds of shots rang out. As soon as the light had exploded 
searingly in Gloria’s eyes, she had kicked backward, then rolled, grop- 
ing upward with the sharpened stay which she had maneuvered into 
her free hand in the seconds after Frau Zimmer stood up. Still shielding 
her eyes, Gloria looked anxiously at the far end of the room, then as 
normal vision returned, at corpses of her recent captors. God, but that 
had been close. 


Her rescuer strode swiftly over to the inert forms, rolling each of them 
over. “Hello.” Looks like this one belongs to you old bean” as he indi- 
cated Frau Zimmer’s body and the short end of the corset stay protrud- 
ing just beneath her sternum. “And that’s that.” 


And then agent 661, alias Gloria Patria, did a very feminine thing. 
He fainted. “My word!” said the other as he alternately chafed the 
limbs of his unconscious partner. 


Gloria revived quickly and continued the massage of the bruised 
shoulder—cramped and aching from the hours-long grip of the old 
woman. “You know, I really thought they had us there!” “So did they. 
But then we knew something they didn’t, old chap. Something very fatal 
to them. You see, the second I saw the situation, I knew it would be al- 
right—not that I don’t thank you for a neat bit of work with that corset 
thing. But the old man and his wife thought my attention would be 
diverted to you—as it should have been had you in fact been a real girl. 
But they didn’t know that. So I concentrated on the old man and when 
Mama Sow saw that, Oh my! she forgot completely about you and went 
for me—which was what I wanted. That particular little sword has 
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two edges, you see. Oh, my yes.” Truthful as his explanation sounded, 
Gloria was furious. “Why you—” and she aimed another blow at his 
face which he countered by grabbing her wrist. The cry of pain as the 
often-offended member was grabbed, caused him to apologize very 
sincerely. “Oh, I’m so sorry. One forgets—and one forgets. But say now. 
Let’s have a look at you.” The agent held Gloria back at arms length. 
“Yes, Quite. They did do quite a bang-up job didn’t they.” Gloria 


turned and gave him a very warm smile. 
* * * 


The Chief was in a delighted mood. A rare, but genuine occurrence. 
“Brilliant, brilliant piece of work, both of you! It is a bit of a shame 
that we couldn’t keep the network intact, but you may be sure that that 
particular method won’t be used again. Imagine—as high as a million 
copies of highly secret material slipping out of the country a day—all 
printed in the grooves of the records.” He slammed the starred cover 
of the folder shut. “The PM sends along his regards—and urged some- 
thing special as a reward for you both, and you both wanted a bit of 
holiday—can’t say as I blame you—you’ve a double fortnight. 661, 
you’ve already taken a fortnight while your fellow agent here cleaned 
up the mess—but in view of the particular sacrifice you’ve made, I 
shan’t be picky about it. By the by, where did you go? You just van- 
ished!” 


Agent 661 dressed in a deep blue suit—with a dotted blouse and an 
outrageously feminine hat just smiled. “Oh, just a little tidying up to 
do. That’s all.” 


“Oh. Oh, I see. Well, alright—have it your way. By the by—the SMO 
expects you again at 0800 hours tomorrow. All right?” Agent 661 
held up one slim, white-gloved hand. “You could do me a very big 
favor—would you mind returning this to the SMO—I'm afraid [ll be 
on a plane at 0800 tomorrow.” And the chief was handed a small box 
which he clutched, mystified as his two prime agents hastily exited. He 
moved over to the window overlooking the motor yard and watched 
the smaller lead figure quickly exchange hat for a long flowing scarf 
that billowed on the wind as the noisy ’cycle engine of the Morgan 
hurtled through the gate, followed by the familiar bulk of the super- 
charged Bentley five yards behind. 


The Chief turned the box over in his hand, then opened it, and 
flushed deeply. Very deeply. Moving with deliberate care, he dropped 


79 


the offensive box on one corner of his desk and sat for a moment. 
These damn Double-Sixes! he thought as he slowly, deliberately 
reached for the switch on his intercom. 


“Yes?” crackled the voice of Miss Pennythwaite. The Chief wiped 
his brow a moment then said, “Miss Pennythwaite—send in—Suitana.” 
And with a strange whining tone, he pouted, “I’ve been a very naughty 
boy. 


*  * x 


by Virginia SS ae —CE 


I. WHERE ARE SUSANNA AND SHEILA???? Thats a good ques- 
tion. As you will have noticed they have been absent from the last several 
issues. Even tho I have written and called them both they are both so 
busy that they just haven’t gotten around to the call of TVia. I miss them 
as much as you do and hope each time a magazine is assembled to have 
a Susanna Says column and a Book Review for you but what I don’t get 
I can’t print. So be patient. 


II. MATERIAL: Speaking of not printing what I don’t get — A lot of 
you like material other than fiction yet not very many of you send in 
articles, poems, histories, personal experiences and that sort of thing. 
Thus I am way out of balance in favor of fiction. I hope I can inspire 
some of you who have interesting ideas or who have had interesting ex- 
periences to commit them to paper for the enjoyment of all. If you have 
developed some tricks of makeup for example or approaches to be used 
in buying or whatever, there are always those who are in need of such, so 
send them in and let me decide if they are interesting enough. If you de- 
cide you'll never write them up. 


Ill. AUTHORSHIP: Some original manuscripts come in without 
names on them, in other cases the originals have become separated from 
the galley proofs that are given me by the printer and with which I as- 
semble the magazine. When this is the case I have no choice but to mark 
it “Unknown.” If you find an article that you wrote marked “Unknown” 
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please let me know so that you can be given credit for it. I don’t like to 
deprive any of you of the pride of authorship nor of the credit due you 
for it, but with no names whether by an accident on your part or on 
mine I sometimes cannot do anything else. So if you see your brainchild 
in print without your name please sing out. 


IV. SPECIAL DELIVERY: Some of you send me mail Special De- 
livery which costs you some 45c extra. It is really a waste of money since 
the only part of the route a letter travels which is speeded up by this ser- 
vice is from the downtown L.A. terminal to my substation. Since we 
only go to the box once a day and sometimes only every other day, we 
don’t get the mail more than one day earlier in any case. Furthermore, 
we ship on Mondays and Thursdays, so getting it on Tuesday instead of 
Wednesday isn’t going to speed things up any, it still won’t go till Thurs- 
day so save your money. 


Another thing — Don’t send double money orders for ordering two 
different things, that too is a waste of the MO fee. Put it all on one. 
EXCEPT of course money for FPE dues should be separate. 


V. RECEIPT OF MAIL: I think I must have written of this before 
but still I get phone calls from persons who are forced to buy from new- 
stands because they can’t receive mail at home. First solution is of 
course a regular post office box in some substation you can conveniently 
get to. You have to take it out in your own name but you can have mail 
sent to it under any individual name masculine or feminine, or under 
some sort of a “company name” as long as you tell the box clerks on 
the application what these names are. Secondly if you can’t get or don’t 
want to get a PO box then go to a public stenographer or a phone an- 
swering service and see if they won’t receive and hold mail for you for a 
monthly fee. Tell them you are a traveling salesman and have to have 
a place to pick up mail in that city. This should solve your problem. 


VI. PICTURES: It is strange that when so many expressed pleasure 
at the picture album issue No. 58 so few have responded to my call 
several issues back for enough new pictures to make another picture 
issue. As it is I get just about enough to provide a sprinkling of pictures 
for the next issue. So how about it? Put on your best dress (or 2 for two 
pictures) get out your camera, get your wife or FP friend (or buy a self 
timer), stand up against a good contrast but interesting background and 
let fly. I can use clear, focused, contrast color without too much red and 
pink (they photograph as black) but black and whites are easier to re- 
produce. If you like pics, send yours in! 
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AN EDITORIAL 
ON HOMOSEXUALITY 


Homosexuality has been a subject of great concern to society for 
thousands of years. And because it has been a concern of society, it has 
also been the concern of FPs for the simple and obvious reason that in 
the ignorance of the difference between gender and sex, under which 
most of humanity labors, femmiphilia, as we know it, and homosexu- 
ality are one and the same thing. Consequently any social antagonism 
toward homosexuality was social antagonism toward the femmiphile. 
But not only do we have to deal with the antagonism of society, but in 
our development we have had to deal with the antagonism of ourselves, 
in the sense that being part of that society, being trained according to 
society’s dictates and ignorances and predjudices, we have found our- 
selves in the peculiar position of not being interested sexually in other 
males but being aware nevertheless that society considered that we were, 
and in our ignorance, wondering ourselves if our own feelings were right 
or whether society’s feelings were right. Thus the great conflict that 
exists at some stage in every FP’s life, “Am I, or am I not, a homo- 
sexual?” It seems to me that a discussion of homosexuality is in order 
in our pages so that we can generate amongst ourselves a better per- 
ception of this phenomena. 


I have some things to say on the subject which I don’t expect every- 
one to agree with, in fact I am quite willing to predict that they won't. 
But at least they ought to be thought provoking, and whenever thought 
is provoked, it usually generates a little clearer insight than would have 
been the case without it. 


Moreover, I conceive it to be no only an Editor’s privilege but also 
her obligation to take the lead in pointing out, discussing, evaluating 
and generally dealing with areas of concern to her readers. I don’t think 
hiding from things ever leads to a relaxed and peaceful attitude about 
them, Only understanding and openness can achieve this end. It is on 
this basic premise that this editorial appears. I hope the readership will 
realize that I am only trying to ventilate the subject not promote it. 


Now like every continuum between two extremes, you have no dif- 
ficulty determining the ends, that is to say in the continuum between 
hetero-sexuality and homosexuality, nobody but a real idiot has any 
difficulty distinguishing that individual who is completely attracted 
by members of the opposite sex, is adequate in sexual functions with 
them and has no interest directly or indirectly in his or her own sex. In 
other words, an out and out hetero-sexual is perfectly obvious to every- 
body. By the same token the individual who preferentially, continuously 
and effectively seeks and obtains his or her sexual outlets with persons 
of the same sex, is without question a homosexual. These two ends we 
have no trouble with, but like everything else, when we approach the 
center from either end, we begin to find characteristics that shade off 
into gray, get kind of smeared up, and it really isn’t very clear where the 
dividing line is. 


Dr. Kinsey attempted to solve the problem by a set of six different 
categories, or classes, ranging from class one, who were completely, 
preferentially and always hetero-sexual and class six, who were con- 
tinuously and completely homosexual. Then two, three, four and five, 
were grades of people who had a little bit more, going from left to right, 
of an increasing amount of homosexual experiences during their life, 
and an increasing amount of orientation in that direction. This is prob- 
ably all well and good for purposes of classification, but it doesn’t do 
very much good for the individual, since it is based on how many times, 
or the frequency of such contacts. Another factor to be born in mind, 
is that whereas an act may be homosexual, the persons participating in 
it are not necessarily homosexual. That may sound contradictory, but 
let’s take two boys in the services, or in a mining camp or in any other 
circumstances where contact with females is reduced to a minimum, or 
non-existant. In their relatively starvation level of sexuality, they seek 
enjoyment with each other. The anal or oral insertion that takes place 
is, as an act, by definition, homosexual, because two individuals have 
the same genital configurations. And yet, these two people, when cir- 
cumstances are modified, and they escape from their isolation, each 
find a woman, marry her, have children by her, are very happy in their 
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hetero-sexual orientation, and never again have a homosexual experi- 
ence. It would obviously be ridiculous therefore to refer to these people 
as homosexuals. So it becomes necessary to postulate something other 
than simply the act, as the measure of homosexuality. 

This is usually done by giving some consideration to the individuals 
choice of a love object, and in effect this is what is done in classes two 
and five, of Kinsey’s scale. Class two is comprised of those who are pre- 
ferentially hetero-sexual, the love object, speaking of males, being the 
opposite sex, but who, on occasion, under the proper circumstances, are 
capable of having relations with their own sex (and vice versa for class 
five). In the middle are those persons whom society would probably 
term bi-sexuals in that they do not have any preferential orientation to 
one sex or the other, but are able to take their sexual experiences as, 
and where they find them, and enjoy it equally well with either kind. 
However, this still leaves us with a little bit more information and theory 
for discussion of the phenomena objectively, but it doesn’t provide 
very much for the individual to measure with. Let us consider a situation 
which does happen as a measure of the difficulty in making a diagnosis. 


There are persons called homosexual prostitutes, these are male per- 
sons, who, dressed in feminine attire, seek out normal males for paid 
sex. Very obviously these “girls” are unable to provide vaginal inter- 
course, so they must either indulge in oral or anal relations. The male 
can be fooled by oral activities having the “girl” perform fellatio on 
him without his touching “ther” sexually. He may also be fooled, and 
frequently is, by anal activities, that is to say, it is possible to make a 
man think he is having vaginal’ intercourse when actually he is having 
anal intercourse. This seems hard to imagine but it appears to be a fact. 
So now we have a peculiar situation in which the “woman” in the situa- 
tion knows that she has the same genital structure that her client has, 
that is to say, that they are both males. So, in her knowledge the 
relationship must be a homosexual one, but the client doesn’t know, and 
to him the relationship, therefore is a hetero-sexual one. Now this is 
obviously ridiculous, because the situation is the only one going on and 
it’s got to be one thing or the other. It can’t be two things at the same 
time, and it’s rather ridiculous to say it’s homosexual for one, and 
hetero-sexual for another, but if one does say this, one is dealing with 
something assumed but unspecified, namely that the decision as to what 
kind of a relationship it is, is dependent upon the knowledge of the in- 
dividual in question. That is, what he knows about the situation. To the 
homosexual prostitute, it is homosexual because he knows he is a male 
as well as his client. To the client, it is heterosexual because as far as he 
knows, “She” is a female. Therefore it is silly to look upon an act from 
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the position of an observer on the outside. If a third party witnessed 
the scene, discussed, and knew that both parties were male, then this 
person, as an observer, would say, that this was a homosexual relation- 
ship. But the statement of an observer is of no value. The only parties 
really concerned are the two individuals taking part, and since they 
have two different types of knowledge, they arrive at two different 
conclusions about what is transpiring, and since the same act cannot 
be both at the same time, it somewhat boils down to the fact that 
attempting to call an act hetero-sexual or homosexual is ridiculous and 
futile, in these intermediate gray areas of the continuum. 


Now lets look at another opinion. Dr. Harry Benjamin, whom many 
of you know, and who is an authority on the subject of femmiphilia, 
and transexuality, and probably as much of an authority as there is, has 
written a book on the subject. In the course of his studies, he has found 
it necessary to try to derive some categories for purposes of classifica- 
tion as we all attempt to do. In one of his categories the individuals are 
described as hetero-sexual “except when dressed.” Now this is a curious 
state of affairs because if you read it the other way, it is the same thing 
as saying homosexual except when not dressed. Now again we have to 
ask, are we going to discuss what somebody does, or what somebody is? 
We have two problems here, if an individual gets dressed as a woman 
and then goes out and has anal or oral sex with some male, who knows 
that his partner is not a female, then on the basis discussed above, this 
would have to be called a homosexual relationship and the individual 
who would knowingly partake of this when dressed and would not par- 
take of it when in men’s attire, is, I feel, no less a homosexual. It is just 
that he has too many inhibitions against expressing it in the masculine 
role and thereby has to use the excuse of the feminine appearance as a 
means to open the door to what is there all the time. So this person, in 
my opinion should not be classed as a femmiphile or transvestite at all. 


However there is still another degree of behaviour that might be car- 
ried out, and which needs to be considered. Supposing an FP gets dres- 
sed and goes out to a bar, or any place as far as that goes, and some 
male becomes acquainted and interested in her, and suppose they have 
a date or dates, in which the usual amount of ‘“‘necking” takes place — 
hugging and kissing and so forth, and supposing this is so exciting to 
the feminine partner, that she has an orgasm. Now this Orgasm would 
have been brought about by the presence, the interest, the activities, 
and by the actions of a man, but the man wouldn’t know anything about 
the true situation or what was going on. To him he would be holding 
a girl in his arms and kissing her and maybe patting her legs, or some- 
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thing else that he would normally do with another girl — a female girl. 
Here again you have the situation of two kinds of knowledge, but more 
than that, there has been no sexual contact, between his penis and “Her” 
vagina, mouth, or anus. In other words no orifice has been provided. 
Can this be properly called homosexual? Supposing, that in return for 
the excitement that she has experienced she were to manually excite 
him, as might very well be done by a female in a similar circumstance. 
Does it make any difference that the person doing the exciting happens 
to possess a penis too, providing the man in the situation doesn’t know 
it? In other words again, could even this form of activity be properly 
called homosexual? 


I pose these several conditions in order to induce some thought about 
the matter, in the mind of the reader, because the word homosexuality is 
a fear word in our culture. It is something society frowns on and indi- 
viduals shun, and one feels very guilty about it if one thinks one is or 
might be considered to be by others. Even out and out homosexuals have 
a great load of guilt to deal with, and many of them never succeed in 
disposing of it or living with it. Yet it seems to me that there are a lot 
of activities and conditions of dress, actions, and response, which fall 
into the gray area which is neither hetero-sexual outright nor homo- 
sexual outright. Unless one can comfortably pigeonhole all forms of 
activity into some set of categories, then the categories are not very good. 
Where you have to leave out a great many situations simply because 
they don’t fit an established category, it is reasonably obvious that the 
category is not very satisfactory. That is about where the whole situation 
stands as I see it. 


Somewhat related to the problem as described so far, is the fact that 
whereas out and out homosexuality is strictly a sexual phenomenon, and 
the true femmiphile is manifesting totally genderal responses, there is a 
type of individual who, in effect, is both of these types at the same time, 
that is to say there are some individuals who either actually do or 
would like to live as the wife of another male. Sexually speaking this 
would be an acknowledged homosexual relationship by both parties. 
But since one of the parties is living continuously as a woman and en- 
joying it, she is certainly expressing the same gender appreciation that 
an FP would. One might think that this type of individual would be a 
true trans-sexual because she is wanting to live the life of a woman and 
a female at the same time, and yet it doesn’t necessarily follow that per- 
sons living this way desire to have sex change surgery. As a matter of 
fact I think the two categories, whereas they look the same, are not. Be- 
cause I have met several persons who are admittedly homosexual, and 


86 


yet who enjoy dressing and being feminine, not just for something to do 
at a drag-ball, but as a true, gender-type experience, the same as we do. 
And conversely there are trans-sexual individuals whose desire to be 
of the other sex is very strong, but they may not ever even dress as a 
woman, feeling that until they are a female, they can’t be a woman. And 
for some of those who have had surgery, their interest in using their 
newly created female genitals, with a male as a female, is of a very low 
order. So we end up then with a number of different kinds of circum- 
stances which defy any simple kind of classification. 


So now, what is the significance of all this to the readers of Trans- 
vestia? As I see it, many of our sisters, are concerned about homosexu- 
ality, certainly we all were at one time or another. I mean concerned in 
the sense of worrying about it. Perhaps the variations referred to above 
will serve to indicate that there is a very real gray area in which cate- 
gories just don’t work. If one of you reading this falls into one of 
those gray areas, perhaps some of the illustrations discussed here will 
enable you to think your way out of it instead of allowing yourselves to 
be crucified with feelings of guilt and fear of being a homosexual be- 
cause society says so, and yet not feeling yourself to be one within your 
own mind. In short, if I were to digest this into a few words, I would 
say, that unless a person, a male person, purposely seeks out and desires 
to have a sexual experience with another male person who knows that 
the first is also a male, that individual is not a homosexual. One of the 
logical by-products of wearing feminine attire and being a woman in 
the eyes of other people in various social situations, is of necessity, some 
kinds of verbal and personal inter-relationships with men as well as with 
women. Furthermore, one aspect of femininity is to enjoy the approval 
and compliments to it by others — primarily men — I just can’t feel that 
any FP who is able to and does get out into the world and finds herself 
the recipient of some masculine attention must shy away from it and get 
all covered with confusion and guilt and decide that she must not per- 
mit it lest this make her a homosexual. This kind of feeling is very com- 
mon and yet it is also very ridiculous, because for the reasons I have 
discussed already, homosexuality, by definition means just that —a 
sexual experience with somebody of the same sex! 


The tendency that some individuals have, and I don’t mean just FPs, 
but even psychiatrists, to extend the word homosexual to include all 
manner of relationships between male persons, is wrong in my opinion. 
Why don’t they include the Boy Scouts, or a football team, or a camp- 
ing trip as homosexual experiences because they do include many other 
things that are equally innocuous. Such relationships are not homosex- 
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ual because sex isn’t involved. What they really are is homogenderal, 
meaning of the same gender. If we could get this word incorporated into 
the English language it would clarify a lot. There are simply innumer- 
able experiences between people which could be described as hetero or 
homo genderal because sex is no way involved. But since we do not rea- 
lize that sex and gender are two different aspects of living we have to 
use a word with sex in it for lack of a more fitting term. It would be silly 
to describe a bridge party of females as homosexual. But homogenderal 
would not only be correct but it should be as acceptable a term as homo- 
geneous, meaning all the same or alike. Such a group would be homo- 
geneous as to gender though not necessarily as to age, religion, marital 
status or other matters. 


So I think it comes down to our each of us having to decide what is 
homosexuality, and what is a homosexual experience and why. If we did 
this, then any activities, that we may find ourselves involved in, which 
do not fall within that definition, are not something to be all concerned 
about. My whole purpose in this editorial is to try to help those who 
read it, to think about the subject more logically and more clearly, with 
the end hope that they will be able to put everything in the right per- 
spective and relationship, so that whatever they may do they can enjoy 
themselves without stepping over the boundaries either of social prop- 
riety or of their own self acceptance, for surely there is no point in hav- 
ing a guideline for yourself and then stepping over it and feeling guilty 
because you did. 


While I am writing on the subject of homosexuality there is another 
aspect of it unrelated to the above that I would like to discuss a bit. 
Many FPs are so uptight about the subject that I have lost friend in the 
past for writing or talking about it. Possibly I'll lose some more from 
this editorial. If I do it will be because I have gotten too close to their 
defense mechanisms, put forward a thought directly in conflict with 
some of theirs or violated one of the sacred taboos involved in their 
personality structure. I do not directly seek to do any of these but like- 
wise I cannot avoid its occurring if the individual is so ordered that my 
words do have that effect. My only purpose in this or any other editorial 
is to try to inject some more serious and thought provoking material 
into TVia than the fantasyland which is so necessary and so dear to 
most FPs. 
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For hundreds of years back homosexuality has not only been known 
but disapproved of. More disapproved of in societies based on the old 
and new testaments of the Bible than in other religions. As a result 
homosexuals have been persecuted and prosecuted all this time in al- 
most all western countries though there have been times and places 
where it eased off for awhile. But todays world is changing exceedingly 
rapidly and exceedingly greatly — perhaps more than many of you real- 
ize, especially those that live in the midwest and south or in more rural 
or less heavily populated areas. It is probably more evident here in Cali- 
fornia than anywhere else in the country except possibly New York 
City. I could name off a whole ream of areas in which this change is 
taking place most notably but I’ll save space by not doing so and stick 
instead to the area under consideration. 


Most of you know the word “gay” as a synonym for homosexual, i.e. 
he is “gay,” the “gay life,” “gay” bar, etc. Today we have “Gay Liber- 
ation.” Patterned after the efforts and activities of the black people first, 
then the other cultural minorities —_ Mexican and Japanese in California, 
Puerto Ricans in New York and Indians in various places — and fol- 
lowed within the last 2-3 years by womans organizations, the homo- 
phile community is beginning to rise and fight back. Everybody has to 
have some sort of “liberation” banner these days and “‘Gay-Lib” is no 
exception. Homosexuals are coming out in the open, demanding rights 
and recognitions so long denied them. They are gradually giving up 
skulking about, denying their gayness, putting up with police rousts at 
gay bars, discrimination in restaurants and other public places, harass- 
ment by the military, dismissal by the Civil Service and private enter- 
prises, and being treated as “sick” people who need to be “cured” by 
psychiatrists and psychologists. This has been evidenced by lawsuits 
for reinstatement after dismissals, challenges to military rulings, 
demonstrations at bars and other places of segregations, riots with 
police in New York and elsewhere, demonstrations in the streets, homo- 
sexual parades in Los Angeles, New York and other places on the June 
anniversary of the “Christopher Street Revolution” in New York in 
1969 when gays and police fought a pitched battle for several days; the 
appearance of Gay-Lib people at conventions of psychiatrists and 
psychologists and closing down sessions by interference with procedures 
until the professional people consented to listen to their side of the 
story. “Gay is Good” and “I’m Gay and I’m Glad” signs appear 
chalked on fences and the sides of buildings, etc., etc. 


Now all that may shock some of you who don’t live where its happen- 
ing or who have not found themselves involved in it as I was in San 
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Francisco last spring at the Psychiatric Convention. But its here, its 
now, and its real, just as real as the drug scene, the atomic threat, pol- 
lution, the racial crisis, the anti-war, anti-draft movement, sexual free- 
dom, the awakening and arising of women, etc. Society is going to have 
to learn to live with and deal with it. As long as you can keep a group 
pushed down and out of sight and intimidate them with morals, religion 
and law they don’t pose too much of a “problem” for “straight” that is 
conforming heterosexual society. But once some brave ones come for- 
ward and state their case publicly others take heart and join them and 
the resulting flood of repressed resentment and rage rapidly gets more 
than the society can control and a new configuration of some sort of 
accommodation between the ins and the outs, the haves and have-nots, 
the establishment and the rebels, and in this case the straights and the 
gays has to result. Hegel’s dialectics put it succinctly — everything 
developes by a process of thesis (position), anti-thesis (opposition) 
leading to synthesis (composition). The only variables in this aspect 
of social development are time and intensity i.e., when and how fast 
will the synthesis be achieved. 


I can’t answer the last two any closer than to say that we are in the 
opening year or two of the public antithesis phase and I would say that 
it will be concluded within the next 3 to 5 years. By “concluded” I 
mean that homosexuality will be openly accepted, and acknowledged; 
that prosecution and restrictions legal and moral will have receeded to 
a low point; that the number of people, both male and female, who will 
be freed from the social taboo and who will accept and experiment in 
greater or lesser degree with the homosexual experience will greatly 
increase; and in fact that it will cease to be an area of social confronta- 
tion. 


This may all be very well you say, we can’t do anything about it but 
of what significance is this for us FPs and why does Virginia go on 
about it? Simply to point out that the one thing that has made your 
femmiphilia a problem (albeit a pleasant one) to you in your previous 
life is being eradicated from several sides. Consider: 1) You were always 
aware of the social condemnation of homosexuality and you were guilty 
because you felt that if others knew, you would be condemned as being 
one of them. Where will that fear and guilt go when society no longer 
condemns and persecutes the homosexual. Will they then care about 
little old FPs in their dresses? 2) Women are arising, rebelling against 
the subjugation men have imposed on them for centuries; demanding 
equal treatment and the right to be a person; resenting and reacting to 
the concept so many men and the male dominated culture have of wo- 


man as a sex object and sex slave. And in protest against all of this giv- 
ing up the glamorous, high heeled shoe, the wasp waist, sweater 
girl look, the extreme makeup and hairdo looks, etc. in favor of pants- 
suits, leather, heavier more practical shoes and clothing etc. So who 
wears a dress anymore? The FP is getting into a brand new kind of 
minority and an obsolescent one at that. 3) The slowly opening up of 
equal opportunities for females and males in businesses that were pre- 
viously limited to one or the other. We now have female jockeys & truck 
drivers and male telephone operators, secretaries etc. Boys and men are 
wearing long hair and necklaces, girls and women pants and boots. 
What happens to the FP who finds himself espousing a form and ex- 
pression of femininity in clothing that is rapidly becoming passe for 
the GGs? What about other aspects of old time femininity — the more 
passive, accepting, dependent, gentle, graceful little “lady” whom the 
strong, gallant, courteous, dependable, aggressive, decisive man writes 
songs about and hopefully marries? She is learning to stand on her own 
feet, get her own education, earn her own living, develop her own skills, 
make her own decisions, call her own shots, have sex with whomever 
and whenever and however she decides to have it, and generally learn- 
ing to exert and project her own personhood. And while she is so en- 
gaged he is finding that he need not “prove” his masculinity as con- 
tinuously and forcefully as before, in fact may be resented if he does, 
that he can’t dominate women as he was led to believe that he could 
and should, that being tender, gentle and human are not necessarily in- 
compatible with being a man, that pretty colors and varied material 
patterns, cuts and styles of clothing are more expressive and joyful than 
the conservative Ivy League brown and black worsteds that he used to 
wear. And in fact is gradually learning that to “make it” with women 
he has to tailor himself to their requirements instead of men defining 
women and forcing them to conform to that definition. So what hap- 
pens to those other forms of “femininity” (other than clothing that is) 
that we FPs have long envied and sought to possess and express when 
they are evaporating out of our culture? The clinging vine, the cottage 
small and the heroine that the hero will “‘climb the highest mountain” 
for have gone with Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy. 

So whats the upshot of all this? Simply that we as FPs are in a time 
where that which*has oppressed us is being removed (homosexual 
taboos) that which has attracted us — ultra femininity of dress, hair and 
makeup — is going out of style, that which we found so relaxing in con- 
trast to our socially demanded masculinity — becoming a “woman” on 
occasion thru the medium of her clothing — is ceasing to exist both 
because “sheness” is rising from its submissive, accepting, more or less 
passive condition, and “heness” is falling from its dominant, red-blood- 
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ed-he-man, aggressive (and withal insecure) masculine throne. Pretty 
soon it will be no more relaxing to become a “woman” for an evening 
than it will be to go to a movie and get involved with the other lives 
being run off on the screen. Ah, pity the poor FP, she is beoming obso- 
lescent and in due course will possibly become extinct — at least in the 
way we have known her. Sometimes I feel like I’d like to move to some- 
where else where the kind of women I was brought up on can still be 
found and where I can become one of them. But that would be Charles 
the FP thinking. As for me Virginia, I too am becoming a liberated 
woman tho for me as I’ve written before it is not so much liberated as it 
is integrated. I can and do adopt to the changing styles, moods, oppor- 
tunities and challenges of the day. Many of you neither want to nor live 
in a condition where you could if you did and thats fine too. Enjoy it 
while you can, for tomorrows FPs are very likely to be stillborn or have 
their incipient FPism “cured” in adolescence by the social freedom in 
which they find themselves. The chicken crosses the road to get on the 
other side where the grass is greener so the story goes. What happens 
when we tear out the road and plant it to grass too or rip up the fence 
which separates the two pastures? How then could one determine 
greater ‘“‘greenness” or generate a desire to go there? Think it over 
“girls” and enjoy it while you may, it won’t be long until we are all just 
persons socially tho we will still be specialized, some for fertilizing and 
some for bearing the next generation. Sex will always be with us, its 
in our genes, but gender is arbitrary, variable and almost perishable. 
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prices. We do not stock wigs but can obtain top quality wigs at less 
than going prices. All human hair. 


Machine made (Weft Type) Reg length............. $45 
Machine made (Weft Type) Extra Long............ $65 
Fllshand-tiedywigwyrn..e ins Bde EP Me AN es oe $100 


These prices are for unstyled wigs alone. For a styled wig on a 
plastic head in plastic case and including shipping charges add to 
the above $15. Send color sample and picture or drawing of style. 


CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
BOX 36091, LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90036 


Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Fiction, articles, histories, true experiences, letters, poems, 
pictures — all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for publication 
on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at the rate 
of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor must reserve 
the right to cut or edit submitted material for suitability and payment 
will therefore be made on the basis of the final printed page. No pay- 
ment will be made for material less than 2/3 of a page which will count 
as one page. Payment will be made after material appears in print. 
Manuscripts will not be bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore not be 
submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of suitability 
and to edit, alter, delete or refuse material when it is deemed to be in the 
best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the careless, 
thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to limit correspond- 
ence service to those who have been on the subscription list for at least 
5 issues and who have been screened. If you wish to use this service ask 
for the personal information form: Return it with the $5 registration 
fee. This will entitle the applicant to use the service, and a code number 
will be assigned upon acceptance. The $5 fee becomes advance pay- 
ment for ads ($2) or answers ($2) or answers ($1) at regular rates. 


PHI PI EPSILON (FPE) is our social organization. Application for 
membership may be made after having been on Chevalier’s subscrip- 
tion lists for 5 or more issues and having read them. (Back issues count 
as part of the 5). This will enable the reader to ascertain the kind of 
people for which the magazine is published and to decide whether he 
is also one of that kind. Acceptance into FPE is dependent upon 
approval of an application form, payment of dues and by a personal 
interview with the area councillor (when possible). Members of FPE 
may use the Person to Person service by simply paying the regular fees. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted where appropriate. 
Ask for rates. 


” 
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